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TO  HIS  GRACE  THE  DUKE  OF 


MONTROSE. 


My  Lord, 

I Beg  leave  to  fhelter  the  following  tragedy  under  your 
patronage ;  a  fmall,  but  fincere  return  of  gratitude 
for  the  many  obligations  I  have  to  your  Grace,  and  in 
particular,  for  the  generous  concern  with  which  you 
efpoufed  and  fupported  the  intereft  of  this  performance : 
and  to  which  I  am  greatly  indebted  for  its  reputation  and 
fuccefs. 

Permit  me  to  add,  in  juftice  to  your  Grace,  (and  I  do 
it  with  equal  pride  and  pleafure)  that  I  received  this  in* 
dutgence  without  being  obliged  to  pay  for  it  that  adula- 
tion and  bafenefs  of  heart,  which  is  fometimes  exacted  by 
the  vulgar  great ;  but  is  more  frequently  the  voluntary  t 
ill-judged  offering  of  mean  and  venial  writers.  I  amf 
with  the  trueft  zeal  and  attachment, 

My  Lord, 

Your  Grace's  moft  obliged, 

And  moft  faithful  fervanr, 

B.  MALLET. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written  by  Aaron  Hill,  Efq. 

fN  youth  when  modefty  and  merit  meet, 

How  rare  the  union ,  and  the  force  how  fweet  f 
Tho*  at  Jmall praife  our  humble  author  aims, 
His  friend  may  give  him  what  his  blujh  difclaims* 
Ladies — to  you  he  makes  his  chief  addrefs  ; 
Formed  to  be  prayed  to,  and  even  born  to  blefs  ; 
He  feels  your  power  himfelf  and  makes  it  felt  ; 
His  fcenes  will  teach  each  flubborn  heart  to  melt ; 
And  each  fair  eye  that  now  Jhines  foftly  hjre9  * 
Anon  Jball  Jlnnc  fill  fofter  thro*  a  tear. 

Let  not  conftraint  your  genrous  fighs  reprefsy 
Nor  -veil  companion,  nor  repel  diflrefs. 
Tour  fex*s  Jtren*th  is  in  fuch  weaknefs  found, 
And  fighs  and  tears  but  help  your  charms  to  wound • 

Of  all  the  wonders  taught  us  by  the  fair, 
>lTis  firangefl,  tragedy  fliould lofe  their  care  f 
Where  Love,  foft  tyrant \  in  full  glory y  reigns , 
And  fiver etgn  beauty  holds  the  world  in  chains* 
Lefs  polijtfd,  and  more  bold,  the  comic  mufe  j 
Unkings  your  Cupid,  or  obflrufts  his  views9 
Upholds  fref tuning  wit*s  familiar  claim,  "■ 
And  blots  vut  awe  from  lovers  diminiJJ?  d  fame  ; 
Finds  or  makes  faults,  and  fets  them  firong  in  fight% 
And  dares  draw  woman  falfc,  or  vain,  or  light* 
While  tragedy,  your  fervant  try*d  and  true, 
Still  to  your  fame  devoted,  and  to  you, 
En/lav' d  to  love,  fubdu'd  ambition  brings, 
Firms  beauty* s  power,  and  crowns  it  king  of  kings* 

Let  wijb*d  attention  grace  our  fcene  to -night \  j 
And  mourn* d  afflictions  move  refin*d  delight* 
Fach  tender  light  of  life  we  recommend, 
V/ife,  hujband,  fubjeft,  parent,  fon,  and  friend  j 
All  your  i?npqjjiofi  d  int*refs  fhall  engage, 
And  hopes,  and  fears,  and  pity,  fire  the  fiage. 

Then,  wben  foft  furrow  fwells  the  fair -one* $  breafity 
And  fad  imprcjjions  mix  with  nightly  refi, 
F  leafing  remembrance  Jhall  our  fcene  fufply*. 
And  the  fweet  faddoiing  influence  ?iever  die* 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONA 
M  EN. 

Drury-Lane* 

Procles,  Tyrant  of  Epidaurus,  in  Poflef- 

fion  of  the  Crown  of  Corinth.  Mr.  Clarke. 

Medon,  his  Favourite,    —  Mr.  Packer. 

Leonidas,  a  Nobleman,  fecretly  in  the 

Queen's  inte reft,  ■■  —  Mr.  Davies. 

Periander,  King  of  Corinth,  —  Mr.  Garrick. 

Polydore,  his  Son,  ■  —  Mr.  Holland, 

JLrifio?i%  -  —  Mr.  Burton. 

WOMEN. 

JEurydice,  Queen  of  Corinth,  — •  Mrs.  Cibber. 
MdHJa7  her  Confidante,      —      —  Mifs  Haughtoa* 

Officers,  Guards,  Attendants. 

SCENE,  CORINTH. 


EURYDICE* 
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EURYDICE. 


*#*  The  lines  diftinguithed  by  inverted  comas,  *  thus?  are  omitted  in  the 
Reprtfentation,  and  tbofe  printed  in  Italics  are  the  additions  of 
the  Theatre* 


A  C  T  I. 

Eurydice  and  MelifHu 

[Thunder* 

Eurydice. 

YE  heavenly  Powers ! 
What  means  this  dreadful  war  of  fea  and  Iky  ? 
Mel.  Dreadful,  indeed!  It  rofe  not  by  degrees, 
But  all  at  once,  a  tempeit  wild  and  loud. 

Eur.  Hear,  from  the  wint'ry  north  how  keen  it  howls 
Thro*  thefe  lone  towers,  that  rock  with  every  blaft, 
Each  moment  threatening  ruin  on  our  heads  \ 

But  fee  ftand  here,  and  call:  thy  eyes  below, 

O'er  the  broad  ocean  to  the  diftant  Iky, 
See  what  confufion  fills  the  raving  deep  ! 

What  mountain-waves  arife  !  'Tis  terrible, 

And  fuiting  to  the  horrors  of  my  fate, 
The  deep  dtfpair  that  defolates  my  foul. 
Mel.  Ha !  look,  behold,  due  weft,  where  yonder  rocks 

O'er-hang  the  beating  tides  Oh,  fight  of  woe  ! 

Four  goodly  fhips,  abandon'd  to  the  ftorm, 
Drive  blindly  with  the  billows,  their  drench'd  fails 
Stripp'd  off,  and  whiil'd  before  the  rending  wind. 

Eur.  AIM  them,  all  good  Powers  !  The  ftorm  is  h\ghf 
And  the  flood  perilous. 

Look,  now  they  climb  a  fearful  fteep,  and  hang 
On  the  big  furge  that  mixes  with  the  clouds. 
Save  me !  it  burfts,  and  headlong  down  they  reel 

Into 
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Into  the  yawning  gulph.    They  cannot  Ycape# 
A  fea  rowls  o'er  the  foremoft. 

Mel.  Ah  !  flie  ftrikes 
On  yonder  wave-worn  cliff.    The  fatal  fliock 
Has  doubtlefs  fhiver'd  her  ftrong  fide.    She  finks 
So  fwiftly  down,  that  icaice  the  [training  eye 
Can  trace  her  ta He ft  mart.    Where  is  file  now  ? 
Hid  in  the  wild  abyis,  with  all  her  crew, 
All  loll  for  ever  ! 

Eur.  Turn  we  from  the  fight, 
Too  difmal  for  a  woman's  eye  to  bear. 
Ill-fated  men  !  whom,  knowing  not,  I  mourn ; 
Whence,  or  what  may  they  be  ?  Even  now,  perhaps. 
In  lome  far  diftant  land,  a  faithful  wife, 
Or  tender  parent,  offers  vows  to  Heaven 
For  their  return,  and  fondly  numbers  up 
The  ling' ring  months  of  abfence.    Fru kiefs  love  I 
They  never  morefhall  meet  !— — By  my  own  ills 
Severely  taught,  I  pity  them  :  yet  think 
Their  fate,  all  full  of  horror  as  it  feems, 
Is  rather  to  be  envy'd.    They  are  now 
Beyond  the  hand  of  fate,  at  reft  for  ever ; 
While  I,  Melifla  

Mel.  Ah,  Eurydice, 
My  royal  miftrefs,  rather  think  the  gods 
Would  teach  you,  by  this  fight  of  mournful  ruin, 
Patience  and  gentler  thought.    When  others  too 
Are  miferable,  not  to  know  the  worft 
Is  fome  degree  of  hlifs. 

Eur.  Melifla,  no. 
I  tell  thee,  no  ill  fate,  no  face  of  death 
Can  be  fo  dreadful  as  a  life  like  mine. 
Call  back  to  thy  remembrance  what  I've  been  t 
How  happy  in  a  hufoand,  and  a  fon 
The  riling  boafl  of  Greece  !  Behold  me  now 
Caft  down  to  loweft  infamy  ;  the  flave, 
The  fport  of  a  foul  tyrant,  who  betray 'd  me, 
And  would  deftroy  my  honour.    Gracious  Heaven  ! 
And  fliall  this  bold  offender,  who  has  broke 
All  bonds  of  holy  faith,  yet  bids  his  foul 
Rejoice  and  take  her  eafe  ;  (hall  he  long  triumph 
Here  in  the  throne  of  Corinth,  while  its  lord. 

The 
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The  great,  unhappy  Periander,  roams 

An  unknown  fugitive  ? 
Mel.  Thefe  tears,  my  Queen, 

Thefe  faithful  tears,  which  fympathifing  forrow 

Draws  from  my  eyes,  fpeak  the  fad  (hare  I  take 

In  all  your  mighty  ills. 
Eur.  Say,  now,  MelhTa, 

Is  there  among  the  daughters  of  affliction, 

One  fo  forlorn  as  poor  Eurydice  ? 

A  prifoner  here,  fubje&ed  to  the  power 

Of  impious  Procles,  daily  doom'd  to  hear, 

Oh,  deadly  infult  !  his  detefted  love. 

What  ill  can  equal  this  ?  Why  did  I  truft 

The  brutal  tyrant  ? 

Mel.  See,  his  minion's  here. 

Enter  Medon. 
Med.  Hail,  beauteous  Queen !  By  me,  the  royal  Procles 

With  lowly  fervice  bends  him  to  your  charms ; 
Bids  fmiling  health,  and  gentle  peace  of  mind 

Light  up  your  morn,  and  make  your  evening  fair. 

This,  with  the  tendered  vows  • 

Eur.  Canft  thou  inform  me 
Of  thofe  unhappy  men,  whom  I  but  now 
Saw  perifh  on  this  coafl  ? 
Med.  Not  who  they  are  ; 

But  what  their  fate,  thefe  eyes  with  dread  beheld. 
The  King  too,  from  the  morning's  chace  return'd, 
At  this  fad  fight  fpurr'd  on  with  all  his  train, 
To  fave,  if  poffible,  whom  the  wild  fea 
Calls  forth  upon  the  land.    But  firft  his  love, 
That  counts  each  moment's  abfence  from  your  eyes 
An  age  of  ling'ring  torment,  bade  me  fly 
With  health  and  greeting  to  the  matchlefs  fair, 
Who  holds  his  foul  enflav'd. 

Eur.  Then  bear  him  back, 
From  her  whom  he  has  wrong'd,  betray'd,  and  ruin'd, 
Horror  and  loathing,  unrelenting  fcorn, 
And  all  a  woman's  hate,  in  juft  return 
For  his  detefted  love.    The  tyrant  coward  ! 
To  crufli  the  fallen  and  helplefs,  to  embitter 
The  pangs,  the  miferies  himfelf  has  caus'd, 
With  gall  of  mockery ! 

Med. 
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Med.  Your  pardon,  Madam, 
If  I,  the  humbleft  of  your  flaves,  prefume 
To  place  before  your  eyes  in  faithful  profpecl, 
That  mournful  period,  full  of  dread  and  danger, 
Which  late  you  faw.    Behold  then  your  falfe  fubjec~te,. 
Wantonly  mad,  and  fpurning  every  tie 
Of  fworn  obedience,  mix'drn  one  bold  treafon, 
Threat'ningand  univerfal :  your  lofthufband 
Abfent,  involv'd  in  unfuccefsful  war ; 
His  troops  averfe  and  mutinous.    From  them 
Bold  faction  with  contagious  fwiftnefs  fpread 
To  Corinth  too,  where  the  wild  herd  arous'd 
Infulted  you,  and  drove  you  to  this  fortrefs. 
Say,  where  was  then  your  hope,  when  meagre  Famine 
Join'd  his  devouring  ravage,  and  your  eyes 
Saw  daily,  hourly  perifh,  thofe  poor  few 
Whofe  faith  had  kept  them  yours  ? 

Eur.  Oh,  would  to  Heaven, 
I  then  had  periiVd  too  ! 

Med.  Such  was  yourftate, 
Loft  even  to  hope,  when  generous  Procles  flew 
Impatient  to  your  aid,  difpers'd  andquell'd 
The  general  treafon.    May  I  dare  to  urge 
Thefe  fervices  !  But  what  are  tliefe ;  his  throne, 
His  heart  is  yours  ;  he  lays  them  at  your  feet  ; 
He  bids  you  reign  in  both. 

Eur.  Thou  bafe  of  heart ! 
To  flaves  like  thee,  who  flatter  and  inflame 
Their  prince's  crimes,  are  owing  half  the  plagues 
Thatcurfe  mankind.    Has  not  thy  cruel  mailer, 
Whofe  guilt  this  fhameful  praife  of  thine  brings  horee^ 
On  thy  own  foul,  fay,  has  he  not  ufurp'd, 
With  perfidy  avow'd,  the  very  crown 

He  fwore  to  fave  ?  And  I  too  thy  bold  infult 

Shews  I -indeed  am  wretched.    But,  away  ; 

*Tis  bafe  to  parle  with  thee,  the  fycophant 

Who  leads  him  on  from  guilt  to  guilt,  and  fwears 

He  grows  a  god  by  finning.  [Exit  Medon» 

Mel.  Ah,  my  Queen  ! 
My  heart  forebodes  fome  fatal  confequence 
Will  grow  of  this. 
I   Eur.  Why,  let  it  come,  Mclifla. 

i  I  merit 


EURYDICE.  ju 

I  merit  all  that  fortune  can  inflict, 

For  trufting  this  betrayer,  this  curs'd  Procles. 

MeL  Alas !  what  could  you  do  ? 

Eur.  I  (hould  have  dy'd. 
He  was  the  known  and  mortal  foe  of  Corinth. 

MeL  Yet  his  fair-feeming  might  have  won  belief 
From  doubting  age,  or  wary  policy. 
By  frequent,  urgent  meflage,  heconjur'd  you 
To  fave  yourfelf.    With  open  honour  own'd 
His  ancient  enmity  ;  but,  by  each  power, 
CeleiHal  and  infernal,  fwore  'twas  pall: : 
Nay,  more,  that  as  a  king  and  as  a  man, 
Juft  indignation  at  your  impious  fubjedts, 
And  pity  of  your  fate,  had  touch'd  his  heart. 

Eur.  But  Fame  had  ipoke  him  faithlefs,bold,  ambitious* 
No,  'twas  the  coward  woman  in  my  foul, 
TV  inglorious  fear  of  dying,  thatbetray'd 
My  virtue  into  the  deceiver's  power. 
For  this,  my  heart,  each  confcious  hour  upbraids  mc} 
As  faithlefs  to  my  truft,  weak,  and  unworthy 
Even  of  the  bafe,  precarious  life  I  hold. 
For  this,  Oh,  crown  of  mifery  !  I'm  doom'd, 
Daily  to  hear  the  tyrant's  impious  paflion, 
His  horrid  vows  and  oaths, 

MeL  That  way  indeed 
I  dread  to  turn  my  thoughts.    A  foul  fo  brutal, 
And  flown  with  nightly  infolence  and  wine, 
What  may  he  not  attempt  ? 

*  Eur.  Oh,  curfe,  to  know 
f  That  I  am  in  his  power,  and  yet  compelFd 

4  To  furTer  hated  life !  for  can  I  die 

4  Unheard,  unjuftify'd,  while  yet  perhaps 

*  Th'  unhappy  Periander  thinks  too  hardly 

*  Of  my  late  error  ?  King  of 'gods  and  men ! 

4  Whofe  univerfal  eye  beholds  each  thought 

*  Moft  fee  ret  in  the  foul,  give  me  to  clear 

*  My  faith  to  him  ;  I  afk  of  Heaven  no  more 

*  For  ray  paft  miferies. 

4  MeL  What  fhouts  are  thefe  ?  [Looking  out* 

4  Ah,  me  !  th'  inhuman  triumph  of  the  croud, 
4  The  hard-foul'd  many,  who  have  watch'd  the  ftorm, 
4  For  driving  wrecks,  the  fpoils  of  perilh'd  wretches, 

Eur, 
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*  Eur.  Unfeeling  beads  of  prey  ! — Methinkc  the  fiorn* 
4  Is  almoft  overblown.    The  waves  fubfide, 

*  And  fall  their  fiercer  roarings.    But,  alast 
4  Of  all  the  four,  not  one  remaining  fail 

*  Is  to  be  fee.n  around.' 
Mel.  Either  my  eyes 

Deceive  me,  or  the  good  Leonidas 

Bends  hitherward  his  fleps,  and  on  his  brow 

Sits  fome  afflicting  thought. 

Eur.  Ha  !  whence  is  this  ; 
What  mean  thefe  fecret  fhiverings,  this  dark  horror 
Of  fome  approaching  ill  ? 

Enter  Leonidas. 

Lean.  Forgive  me,  Madam, 
That  I  appear  before  you  to  impart 
A  mournful  meflagc  ;  but  by  Procles*  order 

Eur.  Whate'er  proceeds  from  him,  Leonidas, 
Mult  needs  be  fatal  to  me.    But  fay  on. 
No  form  of  ruin  is  i'o  dreadful  now, 
As  being  in  his  power. 

Leon.  Unhappy  Queen ! 
Your  fate  might  melt  the  harden:  breaft,  and  teach 
Even  Cruelty's  remorfelefs  eye  to  weep. 
How  (hall  I  fpeak  the  reft  ? 

Eur.  Leonidas, 
What  is  this  fatal  tale,  too  fad  for  utterance  ? 
Alas !  why  doit  thou  weep,  why  turn  thy  eyes 
Severe  on  heaven  ? 

Leon.  This  ruinous  ftorm, 
Whofefudden  outrage  

Eur.  Ha!  what  fhips  were  thefe, 
Say,  fpeak,  that  funk  but  now  before  our  eyes, 
In  fight  of  fliore  ? 

Leon.  The  very  fleet  defign'd 
To  refcue  you  ;  to  free  repenting  Corinth 
From  this  betrayer,  this  detefted  Procles. 
The  King  was  there  embark'd. 

Eur.  Then  all  is  loft  ! 

Mel.  Ah,  Heaven!  (he  faints. 

Leon.  Behold,  ye  gods !  this  dghty 
Remember  the  curs'd  author  of  this  ruin.— — - 
My  eyes,  my  foul's  in  tears  to  fee  her  thus. 

Eur* 
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Eur.  Oh,Periander,  my  much-injur'd  Lord, 

Would  I  had  dy'd  for  thee  !  Ah,  gentle  maid  ! 

Was  it  then  he,  my  hufband,  whom  thefe  eyes 
Saw  perifh  in  the  dorm     whole  fate  1  wept, 
Nor  knew  that  all  the  cruel  wreck  was  mine  ? 

Mel.  Unhappy  day  ! 

6  Eur.  Undone  Eurydice  ! 

*  But  I  will  die  1  lliould  have  dy'd  before, 

4  When  my  mean  cowardice,  my  dread  of  death* 

*  Betray 'd  me  to  falfe  Procies.  I  had  then 
4  Dy'd  innocent ;  I  had  not  then  deferv'd 

*  A  rutrfd  h-u  (band's  curfe.    Oh,  thought  of  horror! 

*  Perhaps  his  latell:  breath,  even  in  the  hour 

*  Of  dreadful  fate,  charg'd  me  with  all  his  wrongs, 

*  His  life  and  honour  loft,  perhaps  expir'd 

*  In  imprecations  on  me. 
•  Mel.  Oh,  for  pity, 

*  Forbear  thefe  fatal  thoughts  !  they  but  inflame 

*  The  rage  of  real  ills,  and  wound  you  deeper.' 

Leon.  Would  tears,  my  gracious  miltrefs,  aught  avail  $5^ 
Methinks  thefe  aged  eyes  could  number  drops 
With  falling  clouds,  or  the  perpetual  llream. 
But  while  we  mourn  our  enemy  rejoices, 
And  founds  his  cruel  triumph  loud  to  heaven. 
If  I  have  bow'd  me  to  his  impious  will, 
Tho'  with  that  itrong  abhorrence  nature  feels 
At  what  fhe  holds  moil  mortal ;  'twas  to  turn 
Againft  the  traitor  his  own  treacherous  arts, 
And  ruin  him  more  furely.    This  may  be. 
Sad  Corinth  looks  with  horror  on  the  hand 
That  fcourges  her  each  hour  with  whips  of  fcorpions* 
She  waits  but  fome  fair  chance,  at  once  to  rife 
And  drive  him  from  her  throne.  \A  Iclourijb-. 

Mel.  Thefe  trumpets  fpeak 
His  near  approach. 

Eur.  Father  of  human  kind, 
Eternal  juftice,  hear  thefe  guilty  founds, 
Behold  this  tyrant's  revel,  while  a  king, 
Thy  great  refemblance,  floats  a  cold  pale  corfe* 
Or  on  the  naked  beach  call:  vilely  out, 

Unknown,  unhonour'd  lies  !  Leonidas, 

By  all  my  griefs,  I  beg  thee,  fearch  thefe  fliores, 

B  Each 


14 


EURYDICE. 


Each  cliff  and  cavern  where  the  wild  wave  beats, 
For  my  lov'd  Lord,  and  to  thefe  widow'd  arms 
Give  back  his  dear  remains.    6  But  Procles  comes.* 

\Exeunt  Eur.  and  ikfel. 

Enter  Procles,  Medon,  and  Attendants. 
Proc.  Hail,  glorious  Day  !  aufpicious  Fortune,  hail ! 
From  this  triumphant  hour  my  future  life 
Runs  fair  and  fmiling  on.    The. bold  attempt, 
Laid  dark  and  deep  by  my  mod  dreaded  foe*, 
Is  perihYd  with  us  author.    From  on  high 
Heaven  arm'd  his  winds  and  feas  to  fight  for  me  ; 
And  victory  is  mine  without  my  care, 
Almoft  without  my  knowledge.    Yes,  the  gods, 
The  gods  themfelves,  eipouie  my  happy  caufe ! 
For  this,  let  flowery  garlands  wreath  their  Ihrines  ; 
Let  hecatombs  before  their  altars  bleed, 
And  triumph  reign  thro'  Corinth.    [Attendants  withdraw* 
Is  the  Queen 

Inform'd  of  all,  Leonidas  ? 
Leon.  She  is. 

Proc.  And  (lie  receiv'd  the  news— — 

Leon.  With  fad  furprife, 
And  many  tears,  my  Lord. 

Proc.  Juft  the  fond  fex. 
Such  their  vain  grief;  a  moment's  patting  ftorm, 
Then  all  is  calm.    Be  it  thy  farther  care, 
As  the  receding  flood  forfakes  the  (hore, 
To  make  Uriel:  iearch  thro'  all  this  coaft  around 
For  Periander's  corpfe.    I  would,  methinks, 
A  while  indulge  my  eyes,  a  while  perufe 
The  features  of  a  rival  once  fo  fam'd, 
So  terrible  in  arms ;  whofe  partial  fortune 
Soar'd  high  above,  and  ever  thwarted  mine 
In  all  the  dearer  aims  that  fwell  my  thought, 
Love  and  ambition. 

Leon.  Mark  this,  righteous  Heaven!       [AJtde.  Exit. 

Med.  At  length,  Sir,  all  the  gods  declare  for  you, 
And  fortune  is  your  own.    Your  native  realm, 
Fair  Epidaurus,  peaceful  and  refign'd, 
Acknowledges  her  Lord.    Your  rival's  fate 
Confirms  his  kingdom  yours. 

Proc.  Yet  I  am  ftill 

Unblefs'd 
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UnblefsM  amid  this  flow  of  profp'rous  fortune. 
Not  all  the  charms  ambition's  fhorelefs  with. 
Empire  and  kneeling  homage,  can  bellow 
The  better  joy  I  long  for, 

Med.  Ah,  my  Prince  ! 
Forget,  or  fcorn  that  proud,  ill-natur'd  fair-one  ! 

Free.  Impoffible.    By  Heaven,  my  foul  can  for 
No  wifh,  no  thought  but  her.    I  tell  thee,  Medon 
Withbluflies  telfthee,  this  proud  charmer  reigns 
Unbounded  o'er  my  reafon.    I  have  try'd 
Each  fhape,  each  art  of  varied  love,  to  win  her  ; 

*  Alternate  prayers  and  threats,  the  foothing  (kill 

*  Of  palrionate  fincerity,  the  fire 

*  Of  rapturous  vows ;  but  all  thefe  arts  were  vain 

*  Her  rooted  hate  is  not  to  be  remov'd.' 

And  'twas  my  foul's  firft  aim,  the  towering  point 

Of  all  my  wifhes,  to  prevail  in  this, 

To  triumph  o'er  my  rival  too  in  love. 

That  had  been  great  revenge  I  but  baffled  here, 

I'm  difappointed  flill. 

Med.  Believe  me,  Sir, 
When  once  the  fit  of  wilfulnefs  is  o'er, 
The  burft  of  tears  difcharg'd,  fhe'll  quickly  foften 
Stoop  to  your  wifhes,  and  forget  a  hufband 
Who  is  no  more. 

Proc.  Perdition  on  his  name  ! 
I  dread  his  memory  as  my  rival  flill. 
But  if  I  have  not  won  her  to  be  mine, 
At  leaft,  the  hated  hufband  reap'd  no  joy 
From  her  fantaltic  honour.    Stung  to  madnefs, 
For  ill-requited  love,  I  darkly  fpread 
Surmifes  of  her  truth.    He  thought  her  falfe  ; 
And,  as  he  doated  on  her,  the  dire  tale 
Was  poifon  to  his  quiet.  Jealoufy, 
In  all  its  horrors,  mufl  have  feiz'd  his  foul. 
I  triumph'd  there  ! 

Med.  'Twas  exquifite  revenge. 
I  too,  my  Lord,  who  live  but  for  your  pleafure, 
Your  ever-faithful  flave,  I  toocombin'd 
To  aid  your  vengeance.    You  can  flill  remember,, 
When  in  a  dungeon's  depth  Arifton  lay, 
Ariilon,  Periander's  factious  friend. 

B  2 
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With  looks  of  feeming  pity,  I  oft  mourn'd 

His  hard  imprifonment,  complain'd  of  you„ 

Nay,  curs'd  your  cruelty,  Mill  had  brought 

His  unfufpeding  honefty  to  credit 

My  fiction  of  the  Queen.    I  told  him  then, 

With  well-dhTembled  hatred  of  her  crime, 

Embittering  every  circumftance,  that  me, 

Forgetful  ot  her  better  fame,  had  heard 

Your  fecret  pafTion,  and  with  equal  ardor 

Return'd  its  warmth.    Nay,  that  file  often  urg'd  you 

To  wreak  your  rage  on  him,  the  hated  friend 

Of  Periander.    Having  thus  alarm'd  him, 

After  a  long  paufe,  I  let  him  Tcape  at  lair, 

To  find  his  mafter  out. 

Proc.  I  thank  thee,  Medon. 
But  this  avails  not  much.    My  foul  burns  in  me* 
With  furious  longings  tofubdue  that  woman  ; 
To  bend  her  pride  of  virtue  to  my  pafnon. 
I  fancy,  in  her  arms  tranfcendent  joys, 
A  heaven  of  higher  blifs,  not  to  be  found 
In  unrefifting  beauty,  woo'd  and  won 
At  idle  leifure.    Yet  once  more  I  mean 
To  try  the  fortune  of  my  willies  with  her  $ 
And  if  I  am  repuls'd,  away,  at  once, 
Ail  little  arts  of  love. 

Med.  Mean  while,  the  banquet,  ,  * 

Which  pleafure's  curious  hand  hath  furnifh*d  out 
With  fplendid  choice,  awaits  you,  and  invites 
To  laughing  thought  and  triumph.    There  the  god, 
Th*  infpiring  god  of  wine,  with  rofe-buds  crown'd^  ; 
Mirth  in  his  look,  and  at  his  fide  the  band 
Of  little  playful  loves,  fills  high  the  bowl, 
And  bids  it  flow  unbounded.    Mufic  too 
Joins  her  enchanting  voice,  and  wooes  the  foul 
With  all  her  powerful  ikill  of  moving  {trains, 
Till  the  gay  hour  is  quite  diflblv'd  in  blifs, 
In  ecftacy  of  revel,  all  unknown 
To  lean-look'd  Temperance,  and  his  pee  vim  train. 

Proc.  Come  on  then,  Medon.    Life  is  vainly  fhort,. 
Avery  dream  of  being  :  and  when  death 
Has  quench'd  this  finer  flame  that  moves  the  heart, 
Beyond  is  all  oblivion,  and  wafte  nighty 
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That  knows  no  following  dawn  ;  where  we  (hall  be 

As  we  had  never  been.    The  prefent  then 

Is  only  ours :  and  mall  we  let  it  pafs, 

Untaxed,  unenjoy'd  ?  No,  let  us  on. 

Hail  we  the  riling  made  i  and  now,  while  night 

Leads  on  the  fecret  hour  of  free  delight, 

With  wanton  gaiety,  in  naked  ftate, 

Let  mufic,  mirth  and  love  around  us  wait, 

\ExeunU 

End  of  the  First  Act. 


ACT  II. 
SCENE,  a  rocky  Coaft>  terminated  hy  a  view  of  the  Ocean* 
Enter  Periander. 
Periander. 

*  Y  the  pale  glimmering  of  the  falling  moon, 
4  Jl5  Amid  the  broken  windings  of  thefe  rocks 

*  I  wander  on  forlorn,  and  find  no  place 

4  To  trull:  my  head,  or  reft  my  weary  fteps. 

4  Horror  purfaes  me  clofe.    In  each  low  biaft, 

4  And  murmur  of  the  main,  methinks  I  hear 

4  The  murderous  fpies  of  Procies  at  my  heels. 

4  Thou  mournful  Queen  of  heaven  !  and  you,  dread  gods, 

4  Who  rule  the  fearful  fecrefy  of  night, 

4  Behold  me  here,,  the  fport  of  human  chance, 

4  A  namelefs  wretch,  a  ruin  hardly  fav'd 

4  From  the  devouring  deep*    There  my  laft  hopes, 

*  My  great  revenge,  lies  buried.    Is  there  more  ? 
4  Away,  away  !  a  traitor  fills  my.  throne, 

4  Triumphant  in  his  crimes ;  and  I,  the  while, 
4  Roam  here  a  midnight  fugitive.    Yet  this, 
4  All  this  I  could  have  borne.    He  was  my  foe, 
4  The  jealous  rival  of  my  power  But  thou, 

*  In  whom  my  foul  had  treafur'd  up  her  heaven, 
4  Friendfhip,  and  faith,  and  love,  Eurydice  ! 

4  Thou  to  betray  me  ! 

*  [Letting  himfelf  fall  ageti >fi  the  Rcch 
4  Ha  !  by  the  moon's  fad  beam,  I  can  ddcry 
4  The  towers  that  hold  this  author  of  my  lhame* 

B  3  Nay, 
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&  Nay,  Procles  too,  perhaps  and  may  not  he, 

*  Even  now  confufion  !  death  !  he  may,  he  does. 

*>  Invade  my  bed  !  Oh,  hell  !  (lie  imiles  to  hear 

*)  The  ftory  of  my  fate  ! — —And  now  they  give 

*  A  loofe  to  impious  joys.    All -feeing  Powers  ! 

'  And  does  your  vengeance  (lumber?  Are  your  bolts 

S  Referv'd  for  me  alone  ?  Ha  !  yet  'tis  juft. 

*i  Confcience,  that  in  the  day  of  fortune's  favour 

S  Securely  flept,  now  rouzes  intoftrong 

*>  And  dread  convicl'on  of  her  crime.    I  broke 

*  The  facred  oath  fworn  to  a  dying  father, 

*  To  free  my  country  from  her  chains.    My  foul 

*  Shakes  as  I  roll  this  thought.    Oh,  Providence,, 

*  Awfully  juft,  tho'  guilt  may  (hut  her  eye, 

^  Thine  ever  wakes  to  mark,  to  trace,  to  punifli  IJ 
Enter  Leonidas. 

Leon.  This  way  a  diftant  found  alarmed  my  ear  ; 
Broken  it  feem'd  to  be  ;  the  voice  of  mourning 
And  deep  diftrefs.    Methought  it  rofe  juft  here, 
From  thefe  deaf- founding  cliffs.    But  all  is  (till, 
Save  the  hoarfe  deep  yet  working  from  the  ftorm. 
Some  Power  direct  my  fteps  where  I  may  find, 
By  this  faint  moon-light,  my  lov'd  matter's  corpfe, 
To  fave  his  facred  reliques  from  the  rage 

Of  brutifh  tyranny  Ha  !  what  art  thou  ? 

A  man,  or  fear-form'd  (hadow  of  the  night  ? 

Per.  Leonidas ! 

Leon.  The  fame.    But  fpeak  again. 
Per.  Leonidas  ! 

Leon.  Ha  !  can  it  be,  ye  Powers, 
My  royal  Lord  ? 

Per.  [Coming  forward.]  A  wretch  that  has  no  name. 
Leon.,  Oh,  all  ye  gods  !  may  I  believe  my  fenfes  ? 

9  Tis  he  \  my  Prince  !  Juft  Heaven,  to  thee  I  kneel, 

And  thus  adore  thy  gracious  providence  : 
'  'Tis  moft  amazing  !' 

Per.  Rife,  Leonidas, 
I  am  beneath  thy  care.  '  Thou  feeft  me  here 
The  laft  of  men,  caftoffby  all  good  Powers 
Sav'd  from  the  deep  to  be  more  loft  on  more. 

Leon.  My  king,and  mafter,  tho'  my  heart  bleeds  in  me, 
With  all  your  mighty  ills,  Imuft  again 

4  Blefc 
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Blefs  that  good  Heaven  whofe  providence  has  fav'd  you.. 
T18  great !  'tis  wond'rous  all  !  But  how,  Oh,  how 
Have  you  efcap'd  the  tyrant's  jealous  fearch  ? 
His  guards  with  Uriel  lurvey  rang'd  every  cliff 
And  hollow  of  thefe  rocks. 

Per.  I'll  tell  thee  then.. 
We  were  in  fight  of  Corinth,  when  at  once 
Broad  darknefs  hid  the  Iky  ;  at  once  the  wind* 
Roar'd  with  mad  blufter  o'er  us,  and  the  feas 
In  rowling  mountains  rofe..   A  ftorm  fo  fierce,. 
So  big  with  ruin,  baffled  our  bed  Ikill. 
Defpair  ftruck  every  heart.    The  fhip  ran  round 
In  giddy  whirls,  and  bulg'd  on  fome  hid  rock.. 
Oh,  difmal  moment !  mil  methinks  I  hear 
The  general,  dying  fcream  of  multitudes, 
Juft  drowning  in  th'  abyfs.    How  poor  a  thing, 

Is  a  king  then,  Leonidas  !  1  grafp'd 

A  floating  wreck,  the  big  fea  roaring  round  me, 
And  burlting  o'er  my  head  :  4  but  bury'ddeep 
'  Beneath  the  whelming  tide,'  at  once  I  loft 
The  light  of  heaven  and  life.    A  wave,  it  feeras,, 
Lodg'd  me  within  a  cavern's  fecret  depth, 
Near  yon  tall  mountain. 

Leon.  Miracle  of  fate  ! 
Sure  God's  immediate  hand  conducted  it,. 

Severely  merciful  -How  fhall  I  tell 

What  pangs,  what  agonies  of  foul  I  felt 

At  fight  of  your  fad  wreck  ?<  But,  Sir,  the  Prince^ 

What  of  his  fate  ? 

Per.  I  know  not  what  to  think  : 
But  to  be  mine,  it  feems,  is  to  be  wretched,. 
Half  of  my  fleet,  yet  riding  in  the  port, 
I  left  to  his  command,  but  with  ftridl  charge 
To  fail  a  few  hours  after.    '  'Twere  in  vain 
*  To  tell  thee  now  the  reafon  of  my  order.' 
This  florm,  I  fear,  may  have  furpris'd  him  too5. 
Unhappy  boy  ! 

Leon.  Your  own  efcape,  my  Lord, 
So  full  of  wonder,  and  beyond  all  hope, 
Inclines  me  to  flrong  faith,  that  Heaven  is  flill 
Concern'd  for  your  affairs.    But  to  behold  *  you,. 
6  So  late  the  firft  and  happieft  of  mankind,. 

i  Alone 
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c  Alone  and  wandering  here  at  the  dead  hour  ;* 
No  roof  but  heaven's  high  cope  to  fhelter  you  ; 
No  couch  but  this  unhofpitable  earth, 
To  reft  your  brine-drench'd  limbs — it  kills  my  heart, 
Curfe  on  the  tyrant ! 

Per.  Pr'ythee,  think  me  not 
So  poorly  foul'd  to  Hoop  beneath  the  preflure 
Of  Fortune's  hand.    That  were  to  merit  it. 

But  there  is  ftill  behind  Oh,  death  to  honour ! 

One  crufhing  blow,  that  lays  me  low  indeed! 
That  links  me  in  the  duft  ! 

Leon.  What  do  I  hear  ? 
Your  words  amaze  me  ! 

Per.  How,  Leonidas  ! 
Surely  thou  art  no  ftranger  to  my  thought. 
Procles — Eurydice — Wilt  thou  not  fpeak, 
To  fave  my  (hame  ?  Say,  tell  me  what  thou  know'it 
Of  that  bad  woman. 

Leon.  With  fuch  watchful  care 
The  tyrant's  trufted  fpies  obferve  her  fteps, 
That,  till  this  fatal  evening,  when,  by  order 
Of  Procles,  I  infurm'd  her  of  your  death, 
I  have  not  feen  her  once. 

Per.  Juft  what  I  fear'd. 
That  guilty  fecrecy  was  well  contriv'd 
To  cover  crimes  too  foul  for  honeft  eyes, 
And  heaven's  fair  light  to  fee.    None,  none  but  Procles 
Gould  gain  admittance  ;  and  to  him  my  gates, 
Mv  fonrefs,  nay,  my  bed  itfelf  was  open  ! 

Leon.  Oh,  wrong  her  not,  my  Lord  !  Had  you  but  feen 
With  what  convullive  pangs  ot  heart-felt  anguilh, 
What  bleeding  agonies,  file  heard  the  tale 
Of  your  imagined  death,  your  foul  woald  melt, 
In  pity  of  her  woes.    This  Procles  too, 
Cali'd  down  each  power  of  heaven  to  witnefs  for  him, 
He  meant  her  fair.    Hers  was  the  common  caufe 
Ot  kings,  he  faid,  whole  place  and  honour  bound  them 
To  fcourge  rebellion,  in  whatever  fhape, 
Wherever. found.    And  then  what  was  her  flare? 
Death,  in  his  gha  ill  left  form,  devouring  famine, 
Hung  inflant  o'er  her  head.    Oh,  think  of  this, 
And  add  not  to  her  wrongs  ! 
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Ter.  Ha  !  wrong  her,  fay'ft  thou  ? 
Anfwer  me  :  has  {he  not  entaiPd  difgrace, 
And  vilenefs  on  my  nam-e  ?  Has  (lie  not  made  me 
The  laughter  of  my  foe,  the  feoff  of  Procles  ? 
Oh,  curfe  !  is  there  in  all  the  wrath  of  heaven 
A  plague,  a  ruin,  like  that  inramy  ! 

*  Wrong  her — I  am  too  well  inform'd  of  all ; 

*  Too  certain  of  the  blufhful  {tain  that  cleaves 

*  To  me  and  mine  for  ever  !'* 
Leon.  Ah,  my  Lord, 

By  all  good  powers,  by  your  eternal  quiet, 
I  beg  you  hear  me— — 

Per.  I  have  heard  too  much, 
Too  much,  juft  gods !  to  hope  for  quiet  more, 
Thofe  fates  inexorable,  that  purfue 
My  life  with  utmoft  rigor,  would  notfpare  me 
The  knowledge  of  my  fhame.    From  mybeft  friend 
Blufhing  I  learnt  it— But  haft  thou  e'er  "felt 
That  heart  of  anguifh  ftabb'd  by  murderous  fears, 
And  (huddering  with  ten  thoufand  mortal  thoughts ! 
That  tempeft  of  the  foul  that  knows  no  calm  ; 
Tolling  from  love  to  hate7  from  doubt  to  rage, 
To  raving  agony ! 

Leon,  Alas !  my  Lord, 
Truft  me,  I  weep  to  hear  fo  fad  a  tale. 

Per.  Til  tell  thee  all !  for,  Oh  !  my  foul  is  full, 
And  muft  have  vent*    4  My  aking  memory, 
4  Still  fruitful  to  my  torture,  brings  again 

*  Thofe  days,  thofe  months  of  horror  I  have  known, 
1  Abandon'd  todiftnicYion,  I  renounced 

*  The  commerce  of  mankind.    I  fought  to  vent 
4  My  ravings  in  thewildnefs  of  the  woods; 

4  To  hide  my  fhame  in  their  profoundeft  night. 

4  The  morn  Hill  brought  it  back:  the  mid-nigh  t-fhade 

4  Could  not  conceal  it.    Her  lone  echoes  groan'd 

4  Uncealing  with  my  pangs ;  and  her  fadghofts, 

1  Forbid  to  reft  even  in  the  grave,  in  me 

4  Beheld  a  foul  more  loft,  more  curft,.  than  they.' 

4  Leon,  Ch,  Sir,  no  more  - 

4  Per.9  When  I  call'd  back  paft  time, 
fife's  vernal  feafon,  thefoft  hours  of  peace 
And  unfufpedting  love;  our  growing  joys 

In 
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In  rearing  one  lov'd  fon  ;  that  heaven  of  blifs 
Which  princes  feldom  find,  and  was  all  ours, 
My  foul  dy'd  in  me.    '  Solitary,  wild, 

*  I  wept,  I  groan'd,  in  bitternefs  of  heart, 

*  But  when  curft  Procles  fiafh'd  on  my  remembrance, 

*  My  known,  my  deadly  foe — that  he  of  all, 

*  That  he  had  made  her  vile  !  'twas  then,  'tis  now 

*  Rage,  fury,  madnefs.' — You  at  lafh  arrous'd  it 

To  thoughts  of  vengeance.    With  all  fpeed  I  fail'dy 

Feeding  my  frenzy  with  the  gloomy  joy 

Of  {tabbing  the  betrayer  in  her  arms ; 

Of  plunging  both  to  hell — but  this  curft  ftorm  ! 

Thefe  treacherous  waves ! 

Leon',  Ye  gods,  what  have  I  heard  ! 
Alas,  alas!  all  waves,  allftorms,  are  calms 
To  jealoufy.    Oh,  my  lov'd  Lord,  beware 
Of  that  deftroyer,  that  felf-torturing  fiend, 
Who  loves  his  pain,  and  feeds  the  cruel  cares 
That  prey  upon  his  life  ;  whofe  frantic  eye 
Is  ever  open,  ever  prying  round 
For  what  he  dreads  to  find.    «  By  all  moil  dear 
1  And  inward  to  my  foul,  I  think  the  Queen 
c  As  pure  as  Truth  herfelf.'    This  is,  by  heaven, 
Some  dark-laid  treachery,  the  crime  of  Procles. 

Per.  Of  Procles,  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Leon.  Oh,  you  know  him  not. 
Luft  and  ambition  are  not  all  his  guilt. 
But  now's  no  time,  my  Lord, 
For  farther  talk.    I  tremble  for  your  life. 
This  place  is  hoftile  ground  ;  and  danger  here 
May  find  us  out,  though  fhrouded  round  with  night, 
Hence  let  us  fly,  where  I  may  lodge  you  fafe 
In  fome  obfeure  retreat ;  till  pitying  heaven 
Unravel  this  perplexity  of  ills, 
And  point  us  what  to  do. 

Per.  Thou  good  old  man  ! 
By  heaven,  thy  matchlefs  honefty  and  truth 
Half  reconcile  me  to  difgrace  and  ruin. 
Yet  blufhing  let  me  tell  thee  all  my  folly- 
Might  I  but  fee  Eurydice. — Nay,  Hart  not : 
I  know  'tis  bafe.    I  know  flie  is  beneath 
My  cooleft  fcorn.    I  hate  and  curfe  this  weaknefs. 
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Yet  let  me  fee  her — If  (he  {till  has  kept 
Her  faith  inviolate  ;  fallen  as  I  am, 
My  ruin  will  be  light.    If  otherwise, 
To  know  the  worn:  will  be  foft  foothing  eafe 
To  this  hot  hell  of  doubt. 

Leon,  I  wifh  you,  Sir, 
To  weigh  the  certain  peril  that  attends 
This  ram  adventure.    Should,  which  Heav'n  avert, 
Should  Procles'  guards  difcover  you,  Oh,  think 
What  muftenfue  1  Think,  in  your  fate,  the  Q^jeen 
And  Prince  both  ruin'd  ! 

Per,  But  my  genius  prompts. 
Fate  calls  ;  and  I  muft  on.    No  face  of  danger 
Can  be  fo  dreadful  as  the  vultur-thoughts 
That  gnaw  my  heart -firings.    But  we  both  are  fafe. 
The  moon  withdraws  her  light :  and  who  will  dream 
Of  rinding  Periander  in  this  rulTet  ? 
This,  when  the  dorm  grew  big,  I  threw  around  me ; 
In  hopes  my  vulgar  fate,  if  then  I  perifiVd, 
Might  ever  reft  unknown  ;  and  Procles  ftill 
Sit  trembling  on  his  throne — But  hark,  what  founds  ? 

*Leon,  The  tyrant  thus  difhonours  fortune's  favour 
By  this  mean  pomp  and  triumph — Yet  'tis  well. 
Now  riot  rules  the  hour,  and  watchful  order 
IJefigns  his  poll  to  diflblute  fecurity. 
We  now  may  pafs  unqueftion'd.    Come,  my  Lord, 
This  way  our  path  lies.    May  fome  friendly  god 
Walk  with  us,  and  throw  tenfold  darknefs  round,  \_Exe> 
Enter  Eurydice  alone, 

Eur,  Oh,  night  of  ruin,  horror,  and  defpair! 
Walks  there  beneath  thy  univerfal  fliade 
A  wretch  like  me  undone  ?    All-ruling  gods  ! 
Why  have  I  liv'd  to  this  ?    Why  was  my  crime 
Vifited  on  the  guiltlefs  head  ?  on  him 
For  whom  my  foul  would  have  met  death  with  joy  ? 
Where  fliall  I  turn  my  eyes  ?    What  hope  remains 
To  mifery  like  mine  ?    Oh  !  I  am  loll: 
Beyond  the  hand  of  Heav'n  to  fave  me  now. 

Leonidas  returns  not  

Enter  MeliHa, 

Mel.  Gracious  gods, 
Defend  my  royal  miftrefs  !  As.  I  wateh'd 
Without  lor  good  Leonidas,  this  moment 
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I  faw  the  tyrant  crofs  the  lower  court, 
Preceded  by  his  minion  :  as  new  rifen 
From  the  mad  midnight's  feaft  ;  his  wanton  robe 
Loofe-flowing  from  behind,  and  on  his  head 
A  feftal  wreath  of  rofes — Ah  !  he's  here. 

Enter  Procles  and  Medon. 

Proc.  Hail,  young  ey'd  god  of  wine!  parent  of  joys ! 
Frolic,  and  full  of  thee  (while  the  cold  fons 
Of  temperance,  the  fools  of  thought  and  care, 
Lie  ftretch'd  in  fober  (lumbers)  we,  the  few 
Of  purer  flame,  exalt  each  living  hour 

With  pleafures  ever  new.  Eurydiee! 

Thou  queen  of  fouls  !  thou  rapture  of  my  vows ! 
What  means  this  penfive  mood  ?    Oh,  quench  not  thus 
In  fruitlefs  tears  thofeeyes,  that  wont  to  fmile 
With  all  love's  fweetnefs,  all  his  dewy  beams, 
Diffufing  life  around  thee. 

Eur.  Hence,  thou  tyrant, 
And  leave  me  to  my  forrows.    Ills  like  mine 
Would  draw  remorfe  and  reverence  from  the  favage, 
Who  howls  with  midnight  wolves  amid  the  defart 
In  queft  of  horrid  prey.    What  then  art  thou  ? 
Whofe  brutal  rage  adds  bittern efs  to  woe, 
And  anguifh  to  the  breaking  heart  ? 

6  Proc.  'Tis  well. 
1  Yet  have  a  care ;  my  temper  but  ill  brooks 

*  Upbraiding  now.    Be  wiie,  and  timely  feize 
4  The  minute  of  good  fortune,  that  by  me 

*  Invites  thee  to  be  bled. 

*  Eur.  Talk'ft  thou  of  blifs  ? 

*  Thou  bane  of  all  my  happinefs  !    Caft  back, 

*  Caft  back  thy  guilty  eyes,  and  view  the  crimes 

*  Thy  foul  (lands  charg'd  with  :  view  my  bleeding  wrongs, 

*  Infult,  imprifonment,  dishonour,  ruin  ! 

*  All,  all  this  guilt  is  thine — but  Heaven  will  find  thee. 
'  Thofe  gods  whom  thou  haf1  proudly  fetat  nought, 

*  Will  call  thee  to  a  dreadful  reckoning. 
i  Proc,  No. 

*  The  gods  and  I  are  friends  :  they  crown  my  caufe 
4  With  their  bed  favour.  Ccme,  be  thou  too  mine, 
i  And  imitate  the  great  example  fet  thee. 

*  Eur. 
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1  Eur.  Thou  vain  and  blind  in  foul !   The  righteous 
4  Oft,  in  their  anger,  cloath  the  woril  of  men  [gods, 

*  With  all  the  pride  of  fond  profperity, 

*  To  make  his  fall  more  terrible.' 
Proc.  *  ConfufionP 

Still  wayward  and  perverfe  ! — Off  then  this  ramenefs, 
Thefe  fupple,  fawning  arts*    By  all  th' impatience 
That  goads  my  foul,  I  will  not  flatter  more. 
Know  thou  art  in  my  power,  and— — 

Eur*  Tyrant,  no. 
I  fcorn  thy  bafe,  unmanly  threats — Ah,  Heaven  t 
Doll  thou  look  calmly  on  ? — But  be  it  fo. 
Tkis  friendly  dagger  lets  me  free. 

[Attempting  to Jlab  her/elf. 

Proc.  Ha  !  what, 
What  means  thy  frantic  paflion  ?  This  is  wildnefs, 
Th' extravagance  of  female  wilfulnefs  ; 
It  mull  not  be  ;  you  fhall  be  gently  fore'd 
To  live,  and  to  be  happy. 

Enter  an  Officer* 

Offi.  Sir,  forgive 
This  rude  intrulion.    What  I  bring  imports 
Your  prefent  ear.    As  now  I  walk'd  the  round 
Of  this  wide  fort,  where  the  Iteep-winding  path 
Ends  at  the  northern  gate,  I  fpy'd  a  ftranger, 
Who  fought  to  lie  conceal'd.    Forthwith  I  rous'd 
The  nearer!  watch  ;  and,  ere  he  was  aware, 
Surrounded  him  at  once.    His  fullen  file  nee, 
And  hands  oft  rais'd  to  heaven  with  earnefl  aclion, 
Convince  me  he  is  of  no  common  note. 

Eur.  My  foul !  what  dolt  thou  hear  ?  [Afide* 

Proc.  'Tis  well.  I  thank  thee. 
Halle,  fee  him  brought  before  us. 

Enter  Periander  guarded. 

Eur.  Oh,  ye  powers !  [Afide. 

Per.  Ha !  poifon  to  my  eyes !  [Afide* 

Proc.  I  know  him  not. 
His  drefs  is  poor,  and  fpeaks  him  of  the  vulgar. 
He  feems  to  labour  with  fome  flormy  thought, 
That  deeply  fhakes  his  frame.    What  art  thou  i  fay, 
Why  at  this  hour  of  fiknee  lingering  here  i 
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Ha  !  fpeak,  refolve  me ;  or  the  rack  Khali  tear 
Confeflion  from  thy  pangs. 

Per.  Fate,  thou  halt  caught  me  ! 
Bat  all  is  equal  now.  [J/Ide, 
\T'o  bim.~\  Then  fee  before  thee 
The  man  on  earth  whom  thou  had  injur'd  moft. 
If  guilt  can  know  remorfe,  what  mult  thou  feel 
At  light  of  Periander  ? 

Proc.  Periander  ! 

Eur.  Now,  now,  we  both  are  ruin'd. 

Proc  Heaven,  I  thank  thee. 
I  form'd  but  one  fupreme,  one  crowning  wifh, 
And  thou  haft  heard  it !  This  is  more  than  triumph  ! 

Eur.  Oh,  my  lov'd  Lord  

Per.  Thou  canft  no  more  betray  me. 
For  thee,  my  foul  (till  unfubdu'd  and  free, 
D'lfdains  to  parle  with  thine. 

Proc.  Yet  thou  art  fallen 
Beneath  my  wrath,  the  vafTal  of  my  nod, 
To  be  chaftis'd  for  mirth— Guards,  drag  him  hence, 
And  plunge  him  in  the  dungeon's  depth. 

Eur.  O/jy  heaven  t 

Per.  Away, 
Unkingly  boafter.    Can  profperity 
Debale  thee  to  the  cowardice  of  infult  ? 
Thy  brutal  manners  well  revenge  me  on  thee : 
They  fhew  thee  as  thou  art — i  My  nobler  part, 

*  Th'  immortal  mind,  thy  madnefs  cannot  reach  : 

*  Thy  whips  and  racks  can  there  imprefs  no  wound/ 
As  for  this  weary  carcafs  in  thy  power, 

It  is  beneath  my  care.    Lead  to  my  dungeon. 
Chains,  fcourges,  torture,  all  that  nature  feels, 
Or  fears  abhorrent,  cannot  fhock  my  thought 
Like  thy  loath'd  fight,  and  that  vile  woman's.  On. 

[Exit  guarded. 

Eur.  My  Lord,  my  hufoand,  ftay — Oh,  hear  me  * 

hear  me-  

Shame!  rage!  diftraction  !  Cruel  tyrant,  off. 

I'll  follow  him  to  death. 

Proc.  No.    By  the  joys 
That  fwell  my  foaring  thought,  you  (hall  not  Ycipe  me 
2  Re 
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Revenge  and  love  combine  to  crown  this  night 
With  match lefs  blifs. 

Eur.  Inhuman  !  haft  thou  eyes  ? 
Hail  thou  a  heart  ?  and  cannot  all  this  wreck 
Of  ruin'd  majefty,  ruin'd  by  thee, 
Move  one  relenting  thought,  and  wake  thy  pity  ? 
He  feels  not  what  1  fay  :  repeated  crimes 
Have  favag'd  his  remorfelefs  foul. — Hear  then^ 
Almighty  Jove  !  behold,  and  judge  the  caufe 
Of  Periander  !  number  all  his  wrongs 
In  plagues,  in  horrors  

Proc.  Ka  !  by  hell,  this  raving 
But  wings  his  fate.    Since  thy  fond  folly  weds  thee 
To  ruin  with  this  rival,  know  he  dies ; 
This  very  night  he  dies.    Through  him  I  mean 
To, wound  thy  heart  indeed.    Thou  {halt  behold  him 
When  the  rack  ftretches  ftrong  his  rending  joints^ 
Burflsall  his  veins,  and  hunts  the  flying  foul 
Through  every  limb.    Then,  when  convullive  agony 
Grins  hideous  in  his  face,  mangled  and  bleeding, 
In  the  laft  throes  of-  death,  thou  (halt  behold  him. 

Eur.  It  is  not  to  be  borne  !  My  life  dies  in  me 
At  the  deftroying  thought — Ah,  flay  thee,  Procles 
Aflift  me,  pitying  Heaven  ! — See  then,  behold  me 
Thus  proftrate  at  thy  feet.    If  yet  thou  haft  not 
Rtnounc'd  all  manhood,  feeling,  and  remorfe, 
4  Spare  me  his  life  ;  fave  only  that :  all  elfe, 

*  His  crown,  his  throne  be  thine. 
6  Proc.  Off!  let  me  go  : 

*  Thy  words  are  loft  in  air. 
4  Eur.  Nay,  hear  me,  Procles. 

*  As  is  thy  hope  in  Heaven's  forgiving  goodnefs, 

*  Shut  not  thy  heart  againft  the  cry  of  mifery.' 
Banifh  us  any  whither  ;  drive  us  out 
To  fhame,  want,  beggary,  to  every  woe 
That  moft  embitters  life-  I  yet  will  blefs  thee, 
Forget  my  crying  wrongs,  and  own  thee  merciful, 

Procles  ajide,  and paujing. 
This  woman  fools  my  rage— but  to  refolve. 
No — yes  ;  it  (hall  be  fo.    Rife  then,  and  learn 
Thy  triumph  o'er  my  foul.    Yes,  he  (hall  live, 
This  Periander  whom  I  deadly  hate. 
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Nay  more,  he  {hall  be  free,  Leonidas, 

With  fuchfafe  conduct  asthyfelf  (halt  name,v 

Attends  him  to  our  kingdom's  fartheft  limit. 

This,  in  the  fight  of  Jove  the  fupreme  lord, 

I  fvvear  to  do;  fo  thou  at  lad  confent 

To  meet  my  love — Ha  !  what  !  and  doll  thou  frown  ? 

Weigh  well  what  I  propofe  ;  for  on  my  foul, 

His  life  or  death  awaits  thy  next  refolve. 

[  Exeunt  Procles  and  Medon  * 
Eur.  Then  kill  me  firft  — He's  gone  !  and  now,  ye  gods,> 
Is  there  among  the  wretched  one  fo  loft, 
So  curft  as  I  ?  Oh,  fcene  of  matchlefs  woes  ! 
Oh,  Periander  !  wert  thou  fav'd  for  this  ? 
Ye  holy  powers  in  heaven,  to  whom  belongs 
The  fate  of  virtue,  and  redrefs  of  wrongs, 
Affift,  infpire  me  how  to  fave  his  life ; 
Or  to  th'  unhappy  hufband  join  the  wife.  [Exeunt* 

End  of  the  Second  Act. 


ACT  III. 

Eurydice  and  Melifla. 
Melissa. 

THIS  chearlefs  morning  riles  flow  and  fad. 
The  frowning  heavens  are  black  with  ftormy  clouds; 
And,  o'er  the  deep,  a  hovering  night  of  fogs 
Lies  dark  and  motionlefs. 

Eur.  That  mournful  face 
Of  Nature  is  lefs  gloomy  than  my  foul 
All  there  k.darknefs  and  difmay.    Ah,  me  ! 
Was  ever  night,  MeliiTa,  like  the  laft  ? 
A  night  of  many  terrors,  many  deaths  I 
How  has  my  foul  out-liv'd  it  ?  But,  great  gods  I 
Can  mortal  ftrengtb,  can  human  virtue  bear 
What  Periander  feels  ?  In  one  day's  courfe, 
Wreck'd,  made  a  captive,  funk  into  a  dungeon, 
To  die  or  live  as  his  curft  f©e  decrees ! 
Diftra&'on's  in  the  thought.    And  what  can  I 
To  fave  his  facred  life? 

Ha  !  is  it  Heaven  [dfter  apaufe. 

That  darts  this  fudden  light  into  my  foul  ? 
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This  glimpfe  of  dawning  hope  ?— It  fhall  be  try'd. 
Yes,  yes,  ye  powers !  my  life  and  fame  fliall  both 
Be  ofter'd  up  to  fave  his  dearer  life. 

Mel.  Alas,  what  mean  you,  Madam  ? 

Eur.  Mean,  Melilfa  ! 
To  do  a  noble  juftice  on  myfelf ; 
A  deed  for  which,  in  nations  yet  unborn, 
Chafte  wives  and  matrons  ffiall  renown  my  name. 
I've  wrong'd  my  hufband  greatly,  and  I  mean 
Ample  atonement  of  my  guilty  weaknefs. 
Go  then,  Meliffa  

Mel.  Whither  mull  I  go  ? 
I  tremble  at  your  words. 

Eur.  Yet  it  flicks  here, 
This  fatal  purpole.    Can  I  leave  behind  me 
A  doubtful  name,  infulted,  wounded,  torn 
By  cruel  calumny  ?  I  can  ;  I  dare 

*  Throw  off  the  woman,  and  be  deaf  to  all  * 

*  Thofe  nicer  female  fears  that  call  fo  loud, 

*  Importunate,  and  urging  me  to  live 

*  Till  I  may  clear  my  truth  from  all  furmife.' 
Go  then,  and  in  my  name — 'Tis  worfe  than  death 
To  utter  it — but  go,  inform  the  tyrant, 

So  Periander  lives,  and  is  fet  free, 
I  yield  me  to  his  wifh. 

Mel.  Forbid  it,  Heaven  ! 

Eur.  Thou  faithful,  virtuous  maid !  Know  then,  mylaft? 
My  fix'd  refolve.    By  this  I  mean  to  amufc 
His  brutal  hopes,  and  fave  me  from  his  violence^ 
Till  Periander  is  beyond  his  reach. 
Then,  if  he  dill  dare  urge  his  impious  purpofe^ 
A  dagger  fets  me  free.    This  arm  at  laft 
Shall  do  me  right  on  him,  myfelf,  or  both* 
Enter  Leonidas* 

Eur.  Leonidas  ! 

Ah,  Madam  i 
Eur.  Dare  I  afk 

Where  Periander  is  Ah,  where  indeed  ? 

Chain'd  in  a  dungeon's  airlefs  depth,  amid 
Foul  damps,  a*id  lonefome  darknefs  I  Oh,  that  thought 
Draws  blood  from  my  torn  heart. 
Leon*  Juftice  diyine  I  * 
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In  thy  great  day  of  vifitation,  mark 

This  man  of  blood.    Oh,  let  him  feel  the  hand 

He  dares  to  difbelieve.    To  all  his  counfels 

Send  forth,  in  thy  juft  wrath,  that  fatal  fpirit 

Of  error  and  illufion,  that  foreruns 

The  fall  of  guilty  kings. 

Ere  morning  dawn. 

Soft  to  the  difmal  dungeon's  mouth  I  ftole, 
Where,  by  the  glimmerings  of  a  dying  lamp, 
I  faw  my  great  unhappy  mafter  laid 

On  the  cold  earth  along  • 

Eur.  Oh,  hide  the  fad, 
The  fatal  image  from  me.    *  The  dire  thought 

*  Will  run  me  into  madnefs. 
1  Leon.  Yet  even  there, 

*  Where  pale  difmay,  the  prifoner's  drear  aflbciate^ 

*  Sits  ever  fad  and  lleeplefs,  he  could  reft. 

.  *  Superior  to  the  cruel  fate  that  crufh'd  him, 
4  He  flept  as  deep  as  indolence  on  down. 

*  Thefe  eyes  beheld  it ;  and  I  would  not  break 

*  His  wifh'd  repofe,  but  fix'd  in  filent  wonder, 

*  Stood  weeping  o'er  the  fight/ 
1  Eur.y  Ah,  me  !  my  life 

Flows  out  at  every  word       .What's  to  be  done  ? 

Leon.  Madam,  I  fet  my  all  at  flake  for  him. 
Old  as  I  am,  and  broken  with  the  load 
Of  threefcore  year?,  what  is  a  life  like  mine, 
But  as  it  may  be  ufeful  to  my  mafter  ? 
Already  the  fad  people  know  his  fate : 
And  I,  by  faithful  hands,  will  try  to  rouze 
Their  pity  firft,  and  next  their  rage.    No  hour, 
No  moment  (hall  be  loft. 

Eur.  Thou  good  old  man  ! 
What  words  can  fpeak  thy  worth  ?  Fair  loyalty 
And  faith  inviolate,  which  feem'd  quite  loft 
Among  mankind,  live  in  thy  virtuous  bofom. 

Leon.  No  more  of  this,  my  Queen.    Might  I  but  fes 
This  haughty  tyrant,  in  fome  guilty  hour 
Of  infolenceand  riot,  when  his  pride 
Plumes  all  her  vaineft  wifhes,  hurPd  at  once 
To  ruin  unforefeen  ;  my  labours  then, 
Itfy  fervices,  were  greatly  over-paid. 

Eurt 
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Eur.  Heaven  hear  thy  pious  wifh.    I  too  the  while, 
To  fave  my  hufband's  life,  have  been  contriving— 

Leon*  Madam,  the  tyrant — I  will  find  another 
More  favourable  moment.  [Exeunt  Eur,  and  MeU 

Enter  Procles  and  Medon. 

Proc.  Hold  thyielf 
Prepar'd,  Leonidas :  I  mull  employ  thee 
In  an  affair  of  weight*.  [Leonidas  withdraw** 

Methinks  I  droop 

With  more  than  wonted  heavinefs  of  heart.. 

But  I  will  (hake  it  off,  and  to  the  winds 

Give  every  thought  of  care.    'Tis  only  fondnefs, 

And  fancy  lick  with  hope*  Eurydice 

Bends  to  my  wifhes :  and,  in  her,  I  hope 

That  heaven  imagined  that  fole  blifs,  which  yet 

My  fearch  could  never  meet.. 

Med.  It  moves  my  wonder 
To  fee  your  love  thus  wedded  to  one  bofom  :■ 
While  all  around  bright  crouds  of  rival  beauties 
Pra&ife  each  art  of  charming,  look,,  and  talk, 
And  live  for  you  alone. 

Proc..  Alas,  my  friend  ! 
Poor  is  the  triumph  over  hearts  like  thefe : 
This  hour  they  pleafe  us,  and  the  next  they  pall. 
But  to  fubdue  the  pride  that  fcorns  to  yield  ; 
To  fill  th*  unwilling  breaft  with  fighs  and' longings,. 
With  all  the  foft  diffraction  of  fond  love, 
Even  while  it  ftrires  againft  th'  invading  victor, 
And  wonders  at  the  change  ;  that,  that  is  conqueft  I 
The  plume  of  pleafure  !  and  from  her  alone 
A  glory  to  be  won. 

Med.  Well,  may  you  find 
In  this  proud  fair-one  that  enchants  you  thus? 
Whate'er  imagination's- fondeft  eye 
Beholds  in  rapturous  viiion,  or  young  love 
In  all  his  wantonnefs  of  power  can  give. 
But  yet,  forgive  your  servant's  forward  zeal, 
Mean  you  to  keep  the  promife  you  have  made  her  ? 

Pro.  I  do. 

Med.  How,  Sir  !  what  fet  her  huftand  free  ? 

Proc.  I  mean  no  lefs. 

Med.  Your  pardon,  Sir  5  ?ds  well. 
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But  have  you  calmly  weigh 'd,  inVeafon's  fcale, 
The  certain  coniequence  ?  vSet  free  your  rival  I 
A  foul  made  furious  with  his  mighty  wrongs ; 
Boiling  with  hate,  rage,  jealoufy,  revenge; 
With  the  full-gather'd  ftorm  of  deadly  paffions  J 

The  gods  forbid  it,  Sir  And  all  to  dry 

A  froward  woman's  tears  ! 

Proc.  No,  no,  my  friend  ; 
Nor  liberty  nor  life  fliall  long  be  his : 
I  never  meant  him  either  ;  but  my  faith 
Is  pafs'd  to  let  him  free.    By  that  alone 
The  haughty  Queen  was  overcome  ;  and  I 
Will  keep  th'  ill u five  promife  to  her  ear, 
But  break  it  to  her  hope. 

Med.  As  how,  my  Lord  ? 

Proc,  Such  inbred  enmity  my  foul  bears  his 
As  Nature  does  to  ruin,  to  the  grave, 
Where  the  whole  mandefcends  to  rife  no  more. 
Hear  then  what  I  intend.    Thou  know'ft  the  fortrefs., 
That  guards  our  frontier  on  the  Theban  fide. 
That  way  our  foe  muft  pafs  ;  but  thou  (halt  firft 
Poft  thither  on  the  fpur  with  wary  fpeed  : 
And  with  achofenband,  drawn  irom  the  fort, 
Way  -lay  him  on  the  farther  hill,  clofe  couch'd 
In  the  deep  covert  of  thofe  pendant  woods, 
That  fhade  the  path  below. 

Med.  Conclude  it  done. 
Sleep  fliall  not  know  my  eyes,  till  his  are  clos'd 
In  everlafUng  night.    As  to  his  prifon 
I  waited  him,  he  call  M  me  minion,  Have, 
A  traitor's  parafite,  the  bafe-foul'd  miflifter 
Of  his  loofe  pleafures ;  and  I  will  repay  him, 
For  each  opprobrious  name,  a  mortal  flab. 
Yes,  he  (hall  feel  his  fate.    Infult  and  taunt, 
Embittering  every  blow,  fliall  mock  his  pangs, 
And  give  him  fevenfold  death. 

Proc,  So,  now  to  try 
This  Periander  thoroughly.    Go,  Medon, 
Command  him  hither.  [Exit  MedoiJj 

No,  I  cannot  bear 

His  ail  night's  haughty  look  and  untam'd  fpirit. 
It  baffles  my  revenge,  and!  ftiU  mift 
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♦iy  nobleft  triumph  ;  for  I  meant  to  bend  him 

To  bafe  dejection,  and  to  feaft  my  fcom 

With  his  paie  cheek  and  fupplicating  eye. 

But  I  will  hunt  this  pride  through  each  recefs, 

Each  clofer  folding. of  the  foul,  till  I 

Have  funk  him  to  my  with. — Thou,  jealoufy  1 

Almighty  tyrant  of  the  human  mind, 

Who  can  It  at  will  unlet  tie  the  calm  brain, 

O'erturn  the  feated  heart,  and  (hake  the  man 

Through  all  his  frame  with  tempeft  and  diftra£tion  ; 

Rife  to  my  prefent  aid;  call  up  thy  powers, 

Thy  furious  fears,  thy  blafrs  or  dreadful  paffion, 

Thy  whips,  fnakes,  mortal  flings,  thy  holt  of  horrors  ; 

Roufe  thy  whole  war  againfthim,  and  complete 

My  purposed  vengeance. — But  he  comes  to  prove  it. 

Enter  Periander,  Medon,  and  Guards. 
[Advancing I  have  to  talk  with  thee*   Thy  life,  thou 
Depends  upon  my  will—  [know'ft* 

Per.  And  therefore  I 
Am  weary  of  the  load.    But  let  the  gods, 
Who  thus  difpenfe  our  fates,  account  for  them, 
And  vindicate  their  juftice. 

Proc.  Be  more  calm. 
The  noble  mind  meets  every  chance  of  fortune, 
Unruffled  and  ferene.    I,  though  thy  foe, 
Perhaps  may  mean  thee  good.  ■ 

Per.  Such  good  the  tiger, 
Hungry  for  death  and  (laughter,  means  his  prey. 
But  know,  my  foul  receives  with  equal  fcorn 
Thy  hate  and  hollow  love.    I  am  not  fallen 
By  thy  fupeiior  fword,  or  nobler  deed; 
It  was  the  guilt  of  fate  ! 

Proc.  Call  we  it  fo. 
At  leaft  'tis  well  thou  mud  of  force  acknowledge 
Thy  crown,  thy  liberty,  thy  life  and  death, 
Hang  on  my  nod.    I  can  difpofe  of  all 
As  likes  me  bell. 

Per,  Ha  !  doll  thou  boaft  of  that  ? 
But  thou  wilt  never  know  how  poor  a  purchafe 
Is  power  and  empire  gain'd  for  virtue  loft. 

Proc.  And  yet,  methinks,  I  read  the  difference  plain 
In  thee  and  me.    Thy  virtue  and  thefe  bonds 

I  weigh 
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I  weigh  in  equal  fcale  again  ft  the  crown 
And  fceptreof  fair  Corinth  :  and  while  thefe, 
The  glorious  aim  of  each  great  heart  that  dares 
Beyond  the  narrow  fphere  of  earth-born  fpirits  % 
While  thefe  are  mine,  I  envy  not  thy  tribe, 
A  found,  an  empty  name. 

Per.  It  joys  my  foul 
To  find  the  man,  who  bears  me  mortal  hate, 
At  war  too  with  the  gods.    Tis  great  revenge  ! 
Had  not  vain  fortune  made  thee  blind,  the  thought 
Would  change  thy  purple  to  the  mourner's  fack-cloth. 
What  are  thy  glorious  ads  ? — Thou  haft  undone 
A  woman,  weak  and  worthlefs. — Yes,  ye  powers ! 
This  hero,  this  fair  warrior,  well  defetVd 
To  fill  my  vacant  feat :  he  won  it  nobly  ! 
DhTembling,  perjury,  the  coward's  arms 
With  thefe  he  fought  his  virtuous  way  to  empire. 
Thou  feeft  I  know  thee. 

*  Proc.  Doft  thou  preach  to  me 

*  The  pedant  maxims  of  thofe  fons  of  earth, 

*  Whom  the  grofs  vulgar  fondly  title  wife  ? 

4  Slaves,  who  to  fhades  and  folitude  condemn'd, 

*  Pine  therewith  all-fhunn'd  penury  and  fcorn. 

*  A  monarch  is  above  them,  and  takes  counfel 

*  Of  his  unbounded  will,  and  high  ambition, 

4  That  counts  the  world  his  own.    I  ever  held  thee 

4  My  foe,  my  deadly  bane;  and  againft  fuch, 

4  Force,  fraud,  all  arts,  are  lawful.    I  have  won 

4  And  mean  to  wear  thy  crown.    Thou  may,ft  the  while 

4  Seek  fome  vile  cell  out,  and  grow  poorly  old 

4  Amid  the  talking  tribe  of  moralifts. 

4  Per.  Through  this  falfe  face  of  arrogance,  I  read 
4  Thy  heart  of  real  terror  and  difmay. 
4  Hence  all  thefe  coward-boafts.    The  truly  brave, 

*  Invincible  to  pride  and  fortune's  flattery, 

4  Know  neither  fear  nor  infult. — But  I  would  not, 
4  As  thou  furmifeft,  dream  out  ufelefs  life 
4  In  floth's  unattive  couch.    Nay,  I  could  tell  thee, 
4  That  though  I  fhun  thy  fhameful  ways  of  conqueft  ; 
4  Still  heaven-born  glory,  won  by  virtuous  deeds, 
4  Has  been  my  fair  purfuit ;  ftiil  would  I  feek  her 


EURYDICE.  j£ 

€  In  tolls  of  war,  and  in  the  nobler  field 
*  Of  juftice,  peace,  and  mercy/ 

Proc.  My  foul  longs 
To  prove  thy  higheft  daring,  and  to  meet  thee 
Amid  the  din  and  peril  of  the  battle. 
Thy  life  is  in  thy  hand  :  thou  art  no  longer 
Our  prifoner.    This  moment  fets  thee  free. 

Per.  How! — but  thou  dar'ft  not— Could  I  find  thee 
In  open  day,  and  honourable  arms,  [there, 
Oppofing  war  to  war,  as  monarchs  mould, 
I  would  forgive  thee  all,  my  crown  ufurp'd, 
Thefe  {lave-like  bonds — But  that  fair  hope  is  vain. 
The  fears  that  haunt  thy  foul 

Proc.  Strike  off  his  fetters.  [To  Medon. 

Hafte,  find  Leonidas.    Bid  him  prepare 
To  guard  the  prifoner  to  our  kingdom's  frontier. 
There  he  (hall  leave  him  free  to  chufe  what  courfe 
His  fancy  moll  affects. 

Per.  What  means  all  this  ? 
Dares  guilt  then  be  fo  brave  ?  and  doft  thou  free 
The  man  whom  act  of  thine  (hall  never  win 
To  owe  thee  aught  but  deep  and  deadly  hate  ? 

Proc,  Go,  fee  my  orders  inltantly  performed. 

[Medon  and  Guards  retire. 

*  Per.  And  is  it  fo — I  fliudder  with  my  fears,  [AJide. 
4  Say,  tell  me  firft  to  what  is  Periander 
4  Indebted  for  this  freedom  V 

Proc.  Well  it  may 
Surprize  thy  hope  :  'twas  what  I  never  meant  thee» 
But  that  fond  woman  who  enflaves  my  foul 
To  all  her  wifhes,  and  flill  pitys  thee, 
With  idle  blandimments  extorted  from  me 
A  folemn  vow  tofet  thee  free. 

Per.  Confuflon  ! 

Proc.  Thus  I,  againfl  my  better  mind,  releafe 
My  mortal  enemy.    But  let  it  fpeak 
The  greatnefs  of  my  love  ;  and  what  dull  hulband, 
Through  all  recorded  time,  e'er  gave  fuch  proof 
Of  matchlefs  fondnefs  ? 

Per.  Plagues  !  perdition  !  hell ! 
Damn'd,  damn'd  adultrefs  !— -Villain,  Have,  'tis  falfe  : 
Thou  ly'ft  -What  thee  !  Oh?  curfe  

Proc.  At  laft  'tis  done.  [Exit. 

Per. 
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Per.  Have  I  then  liv'd  to  this  ?  to  this  confufion  ? 
My  foe,  the  man  on  earth  my  foul  molt  loaths, 
Rejoices  over  me  ;  and  (lie— -even  fne 
Hathjoin'd  his  triumph  !— -Off,  away,  begone, 

Love,  manhood,  reafon  Come,  ye  filler- furies, 

Daughters  of  hate  and  hell  !  arife,  inflame 
My  murderous  purpofe  ;  pour  into  my  veins 
Your  gall,  your  fcorpion-tellnefs,  your  keen  horrors 
That  (ling  to  madneis  ;  till  my  burning  vengeance 

Hath  her  full  draught  of  blood  

[Walking  with  a  difturhcd  motto*. 

But  how  !  where  am  I  ? 

Oh,  this  poor  brain  !  ten  thoufand  fhapes  of  fury 
Are  whirling  there,  and  reafon  is  no  more. 
Him  !  him-!  a  caitif  black  with  every  vice  ! 
Debafe  herfelf  to  him! — the  thought  is  hell! 

Well,  well  and  I,  how  have  I  doated  on  her 

Whole  years  of  fondnefs !  cheriuYd,  pleas'd,  adorn'd  her 

With  all  that  love  can  give  Yet  Hie  has  done  this  1 

Contuiion  on  my  folly  Ha  !  (lie  comes. 

Down,  down,  tempeltuous  foul :  let  me  be  dumb, 
And  hide  this  fhameful  conflict  that  unmans  me. 

Enter  Euryciice. 

Eur.  He  muftnot  know  my  fecret  fatal  purpofe, 
That  I  am  fix'd  to  die  ;  left  his  great  foul 

Refufe  a  life  fo  dearly  fav'd  And  now, 

All  powers  that  pity  human  kind,  aflift  me 

In  this  important  hour  !  [Afide. 

Oh,  Periander   [To  him. 

And  is  it  thus  we  meet  again  ! 

Per.  Ha!  fee, 
She  comes  prepar'd.    By  hell,  flic  weeps  a  lie. 
My  rage  will  leap  all  bounds,  [Afide. 

Eur.  My  Lord,  my  love, 
I  know  you  look  on  me  as  on  the  caufe, 
The  fatal  caufe  of  all  your  ills  ;  too  true : 
That  guilt  is  mine — Oh,  would  to  heaven,  this  head 
Had  been  laid  low  in  earth  ere  that  fad  hour  ! 
Why  did  I  fhrink  at  ruin  ?  Why  not  bear 
All  pangs,  all  horrors  of  befieging  famine? 
Alas !  my  love — But  your  falfe  faithiefs  fubjecls, 
To  what  have  they  redue'd  us  ? 

Per. 
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Per.  No  ;  not  they  : 
Betrayer  !  thou  alone  haft  made  me  wretched. 
Oh,  death  to  a  king's  honour !  thou  haft  funk  me 
Into  a  proverb  of  reproach  ;  a  word 
For  low  contempt,  for  ribbaldfcorn  to  mock  at. 

'  Eur.  Juft  gods !  what  means  my  Lord  ? 

*  Per.  Mean"!— doft  thou  afk  ? 

*  Eur.  Heaven  !  has  the  traitor  then— — 

*  Per.  Ha  !  does  that  gaul  thee  ? 

*  Perdition  ! — Woman  !  Woman  ! — Yes,  thy  minion, 
4  The  vile  one,  has  repaid  thy  broken  oath 

*  With  well-march'd  perjury  :  has  loudly  boafted 

*  To  heaven,  and  earth,  and  me,  that  thou  art — Hell! 

*  The  hated  word  would  choak  me  \* 

Eur.  Oh,  dire  error  !  [AfiJe. 
My  Lord,  my  only  love,  by  holy  faith  \To  him. 

I  never  was  difloyal.    Rags  and  penury, 
Difeafe  and  death,  fhcck  not  my  apprehenfion 

Like  that  detefted  crime  1  dare  no  more. 

Oh,  fly,  my  love  ;  hafte  from  this  fatal  place, 
And  leave  me  to  my  fate.    Oh,  fave  your  life, 
While  yet  'tis  in  your  power. 

Per.  My  life  !  Away. 
And  haft  thou  vilely  barter'd  for  that  life 
Thy  truth,  and  my  fair  fame  ?    By  yon  bleft  heaven, 
I  could  have  borne  all  wees  that  wretchtdnefs 
Groans  under  ;  age,  affliction,  pining  anguifh  : 
And  borne  them  like  a  man.    I  could  havefmil'd 

At  fortune's  keeneft  rancor  But  to  know 

Myfelf  deceiv'd  in  thee  !  there,  there  I  link  ! 
There  manhood,  reafon  die. 

Eur.  Oh,  ye  juft  powers! 
Were  ever  woes  like  mine  ?    What  are  the  whips, 
Rack,  engines,  all  that  murderous  cruelty 
Hath  yet  contriv'd — What  are  they  all  to  this  ? 
Thrs  infamy  that  kills  the  foul  itfelf  ? 
Yet  I  will  bear  even  this. 

Then  here,  by  weeping,  bleeding  love  I  beer  you, 
With  fmaming  eyes,  hafte  from  this  fatal  plaee* 

The  tyrant  may  recall  his  word  ;  and  then  

I  cannot  utter  more. 

Per.  And  thou  canft  weep  ! 

I>  Thou 
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Thou  crocodile  !  Thefe  falfe,  thefe  lying  tears 
Are  daggers  here.    I  go— but  doll  thou  hope 
Thy  mean  difiimulation  hides  thee  from  me  ? 
Thou  haft  difhonour'd,  ruin'd  me  ;  and  now 
My  fight  is  hateful  to  thee. 

But  fay,  tell  me^  [Returning. 

How  have  I  merited  thefe  wrongs  of  thee  ? 

What  was  my  crime  ?  Can  all-beftowing  love 

Do  more  than  mine  for  thee? — When  I  call  back 

The  days  that  are  no  more — Thou  wert  my  all 

Of  happinels ;  my  foul  ne'er  knew  a  joy 

That  was  nor  thine  ;  my  doating  fondnefs  luli'd 

Its  hopes,  its  fears,  its  wifhes,  in  thy  bofom. 

O  heaven  and  earth  ! — and  yet — Eurydice— 

Thou  could'ft  forfake  me  !  [Weeps. 

Eur.  Oh,  this  is  too  much  ! 
Heaven  knows,  I  would  have  dy'd  to  fave  thy  life  : 
But  we  will  perifh  both,  both  die  together. 
Thy  tears  diftracl  me.    I  will  tell  thee  all. 

Per.  C  urfe  on  this  weaknefs !  I  could  tear  thefe  eyes 

From  forth  their  orbs  Thou  exquifite  deceiver  ! 

Hence,  left  this  arm  iTiould  do  a  deed  of  fharne, 
And  ftain  me  with  thy  blood. 

Eur.  Oh,  but  one  moment  ! 
For  mercy's  fake,  allow  meoneihort  moment. 

Per.  No  ;  in  the  light  of  all-beholding  Jove, 
Here  I  renounce  thee.    What  a  flave  to  folly, 
To  thy  curs'd  arts  has  Periander  liv'd  ! 

Eur,  Oh,  cruel,  cruel !  haft  thou  caft  me  out] 
For  ever  from  thy  heart  ?  By  all  our  loves, 
By  the  dear  pledge  of  our  unfpotted  flames, 
Grant  me  one  moment.  [Kneels* 
Here  will  I  hang,  grow  to  thy  knees — Yes,  fpurn  me, 
Drag  this  bare  bleeding  bofom  on  the  ground  ; 
Yes,  ufe  me  as  the  vileft  Have — but  hear  me. 

Per.  Away,  away. 

Eur.  Then  ftrike  me  dead  at  once. 
Look  here,  my  love  ;  I  fhrink  not  from  the  blow. 

Per.  That  were  poor  vengeance.    No,  I  meditate 
A  nobler  faerirke  [Alarm  of  Trumpets. 

Ha  !  what's  this  f  [Alarm  again. 

Th' alarm 
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TV  alarm  is  urgent,  big  with  war  and  dread, 
lain  the  foort  of  fortune. 

Enter  Meliffa. 

Mch  Oh,  my  Lord, 
Some  wonderous  birth  of  fate  is  fure  difclofing  ! 
Procles  calls  out  to  arms ;  his  guards  fwarm  round  him, 
Halle  in  eac  h  Hep,  and  fear  in  every  eye. 
This  way  too  Medon  fpeeds,  and  in  his  train 
A  gloomy  band  of  foldiers. 

Per.  Let  him  come. 
Death  has  no  terrors,  when  to  live  is  frame. 

Enter  Medon  at  the  head  of  one  party,  who  hurry  the  ^neen 
off  the  Stage  ;  Leonidas  at  the  head  of  another who  re- 
move the  King, 

Med.  Be  quick,  fecure  the  Queen. 
Eur.  What  mean'ft  thou,  ruffian  ? 
Mull:  we  then  part  ? — Farewel,  my  Lord,  for  ever. 

Per.  Thou  too,  Leonidas!  Nay,  then  

[  Exeunt  all  hut  Leonidas. 

Leon.  O,  Jove ! 
Eternal  and  fupreme,  whofe  nod  controuls 
The  fate  of  empires,  whofe  almighty  hand 
Suflains  the  weak,  and  raifes  virtue  fallen, 
Now  to  this  royal  fufferer  deal  thy  mercy  ; 
Aid  his  juft  arms,  and  teach  mankind  to  know, 
Thy  fovereign  juilice  fways  the  world  below.  [Exit* 

End  of  the  Third  Act. 


ACT  IV. 

Enter  Eurydice  and  MelifTa. 

EURYDICE. 

WHat  may  this  mean  ?  The  gloomy  band  of  ruffians, 
That  bore  me  hence,  vanifh'd  I  know  not  how. 
And  hark  !  no  found,  no  breath  of  human  voice  ; 
But  all  around  the  depth  of  folitude  ! 
A  dumb  and  death-like  ftillnefs  !  My  foul  trembles  ; 
And  apprehenfion  peoples  the  lone  void, 

With  fears  of  horrid  form  But  what  can  fate  ? 

D  z  What 
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What  can  the  wrath  of  all  the  gods  inflift, 
Beyond  what  I  have  known  ? 

MeL  My  gracious  miftrefs, 
This  awful  moment  is  perhaps  the  criris 
Of  all  your  future  liie.    Y(,ur  guards  fled  fudden, 
And  late  the  neighbouring  courts  were  loud  with  tumult, 
W hich  dy'd  away  in  flow  and  fuilen  murmurs. 
Some  turn  of  fate  is  near.  Leonie.as 
In  hafte  bore  hence  the  King,  doubtlefs  to  fave  him 
From  his  dire  foe ;  or  at  the  people's  head 
Once  more  to  place  their  fovereign,  and  reitore 
You  to  your  former  ftate. 

Eur.  All  otherwise 
My  thoughts  forebode.    There  is  one  deadly  ill, 
Which,  Oh,  too  fure,  no  time,  no  chance  can  heal ! 
And  at  the  dawn  of  day,  juft  as  theic  hd3 
Reluctant  clos'd  to  reft,  A  oanVsfhade, 
My  much-lovM  mother,  ftocd  confefs'd  before  me, 
Pale  as  the  fhrcud  that  wound  her  clay-cold  limbs  ; 
Her  eyes  fix'don  me,  ilill  and  niCLionlefs, 
Streaming  unreal  tears.    Shegroan'd,  and  thrice, 
In  low  fad  murmurs,  bade  me  to  her  tomb, 
To  meet  her  there — And  there,  in  death  alone, 
In  the  dark  ;<;rave,  can  poor  Eurydice 
Expect  repofe. 

MeL  Oh,  no  !  juft  Heaven,  I  hope, 
That  fees  your  innocence,  has  yet  in  flore 
Much  biifsj  and  many  days  of  pe  ice  for  you. 

Eur.  I  know  his  heart  is  quite  erlrang'd,  and  fliut, 
For  ever  (hut  again  ft  the  voice  of  love. 
And  can  my  heart  iurvive  it  ?  Shall  I  live 
With  public  infamy  ?  A  theme  of  fcorn 
To  ail  licentious  tongues  ?  Oh,  in  that  thought, 
Death's  keeneft  dart  has  ftabb'd  my  foul  already  ! 
And  what  comes  after  is  not  worth  my  fear. 

MeL  Ha!  Madam,  this  way  call  your  eyes,  and  fee 
What  fwarms  of  men  ;  thefe flying,  thofe  purfuing. 

Eu>\  Now,  Lord  of  battles  !  join  thy  powerful  arm; 

Aflert  the  caufe  of  righteoufnefs  But  hark  ! 

The  thunder  of  their  fhouts  grows  near  and  loud. 
This  way  the  combat  turns.    By  all  my  hopes, 
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The  tyrant's  party  flics  !  Look,  look,  Melifla, 
Their  broken  numbers  to  the  fortrefs  bend. 

Met  And  now  with  eager  Cpeed  they  climb  th'  afcent 
That  leads  to  us. 

Eur.  But  who  is  he,  Melifla, 
That,  like  the  God  of  War,  flames  foremoft.  yonder  ? 
See  his,fword  lighten,  and  the  fee  fly  fcattering 
From  his  tempeiluous  arm  ! — Ha  ! — yes — Oh,  Heaven  ! 
'Tis  he,  'tis  hehimfelr,  'tis  Per!ander  ! 

Oh,  miracle  !  He  looks  again  a  monarch, 

Dreadfully  glorious.    Throw,  all  ye  Powers,  your  fliield 
Of  providence  before  him;  think  on  all 
His  caufelefs  wrongs,  and  do  him  juftice  now. 

Mel.  Ah  !  Procles  comes. 
Enter  Procles,  followed  by  a  party  of  bis  Guards* 

Proc.  Confufion  !  all  is  loft. 
That  traitor  has  undone  me ;  and  thofe  flaves, 
The  falfe  Corinthians,  in  a  moment's  flight, 
Threw  all  their  gates  wide  open  to  the  fee. 
Of  hope  abandon'd,  and  the  gods  agaihft  me, 
What  now  remains  ? — The  Queen !  By  Heaven,  *tis  well  I 
Their  boafted  triumph  is  not  yet  compleat— — 
She's  mine,  flie's  mine,  and  I  am  conqueror  ftill !— . 
You,  bear  this  woman  thro'  the  poflern  gate, 

[To  one  party* 
Down  to  the  fouthem  fhore.    I  fail  this  moment 
For  Epidaurus — You,  the  while,  make  head  [To-anothcr* 
Againfl  the  near  purfuit,  4  and  bar  its  progrefs, 

*  Till  flie*s  fecur'd.    This  is  my  laft  great  flake  ; 

*  Of  dearer  price  than  victory.'  Away. 

Eur.  No,  tyrant ;  I  will  die  firft.    Off,  bafe  flaves. 
Dare  ye,  dare  earth-born  peafants  violate, 
With  your  rude  touch,  the  majefly  of  kings  ? 
Ah,  Heaven  — . 

Proc.  Be  quick  ;  nor  liften  to  her  raving. 

Enter  Medon.. 

Med.  Undone,  undone  !  the  poitern  gate  is  feiz'd,. 
That  curs'd  Leonidas  — 

Proc.  Ha  !  fay'fl  thou,  Medon  ? 

Med.  By  hell,  our  foes  furround  us  on  each  hand  i 
We're  taken  in  the  toil. 

Proc,  Unequal  Powers ! 

D  3  And 
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And  have  you  then  deceiv'd  me  ?  Rais'd  me  high 
With  traiterous  kindnefs,  but  to  plunge  me  deeper 
In  howling  defpe ration  ?  1  Does  the  man, 

*  Whom  late  my  foot  could  fpurn,  behold  my  fall  ? 
'  And  tali  I  thus  ;  my  great  ambition  dafh'd  ; 

*  My  love  unfatisfy'd  ?  Shall  he  yet  revel 

6  In  her  tend  arms,  and  hear  her  curfe  my  name  ? 

*  No  ;  fpite  of  Heaven,  my  ruin  (hall  be  glorious, 
c  A  pomp  of  horrors,    I  Will  make  this  day 

4  For  ever  mournful  to  his  aking  heart. 

*  Yes,  he  fhall  weep  in  blood  amid  the  Ihouts 

*  Of  victory.'    One  blow  aettroys  his  triumph, 
And  levels  him  at  once  to  my  deftru&ion. 

[He  draws  a  dagger* 
Eur.  Strike,  tyrant,  and  complete  thy  monftrous  crimes- 
See,  thou  pale  coward  ;  fee,  a  woman  braves 
Thy  guilty  dagger. 

Proc.  i  Ha  V  what's  this  I  feel  ? 
4  A  fhivcring  dew  of  horror  fweats  all  o'er  me  I* 
Some  Power  invifible  arrefts  my  arm  ! 

*  It  is  Heaven's  fecret  hand.' — But  dial  1 1  lofe 
This  oniy  moment  ?  No  ;  be  flrong,  my  heart ; 
Be  fhutagainft  all  human  thoughts,  and  fcorn 
Thefe  warrmgs  of  thy  hoftile  gods — 'Tis  done. 

Enter  Polydore,  Leonidas,  and  Soldiers  ;  Polydore  pujbes 

Procies  back  with  bis  Lance, 

Pol.  No,  traitor!  murderer '/ no  :  Heaven  is  more  juft,. 
Than  to  permit  a  lire  fo  much  its  care 
To  fall  by  thy  vile  hand.    Secure  the  tyrant. 

[To  his  Soldiers*. 

My  mother ! 

Eur.  Ch,  my  fon  ! 

Pol.  Tranfporting  joy ! 

Eur.  Oh,  ecftacy  I  And  do  I  fee  thy  face  ? 
And  do  I  hold  thee  in  my  trembling  arms  ?— 
Thou  darling  of  my  love  !  thou  early  hero !. 
Oh,  thou  Hail  iav'd  us  all ! 

Pol.  This,  this  is  triumph  !  # 
And  I  can  sik  of  bounteous  Heaven  no  more. 
Was  ever  joy  fo  full  ?  This  feeble  arm, 

Ohy 
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Oh,  pride  to  think  !  has  fav'd  the  facred  lives 
From  whom  I  drew  my  own. 

Eur,  And  is  this  poffible  ? 
What  (hall  I  fay  ? — But  language  all  is  poor 
To  fpeak  the  tender  yearnings  of  my  foul. 

0  Polydore  !  did  ever  parents  know 
Such  tranfports  as  do  thine  ?  Did  ever  fon 
Deferve  ib  well  of  parents  ? — Good  Leonidas^. 

1  faw  thee  not  before ;  indeed  I  could  not, 
My  eyes,  my  foul  werefo  clofe  nVdon  hhru 
But  fay,  redouble  this  day's  blifs,  and  fay,. 
Whence  this  amazing  change? 

Leon,  My  royal  miftrefs, 
The  gods  have  done  this.    One  half  of  the  fleets 
As  led  by  their  peculiar  hand,  efcap'd 
Yeiterday's  ruinous  ftorm,  and  with  the  dawn 
Enter'd  the  port  unfeen  ;  their  fecret  landing 
Befriended  by  the  morn's  wide-hovering  milts. 
Inftant,  inform'd  of  his  great  father's  fate, 
Your  Polydore,  this  gallant,  royal  youth, 
Pour'd  forth  his  eager  troops,  and  at  their  head,. 
Swift  as  heaven's  darted  fire,  flew  towards  Corinth^ 
Which  open'd  wide  her  arms  to  take  him  in. 
His  fortune  fpeaks  the  reft, 

Eur.  O  fovereign  goodnefs, 
Be  thine  the  praife  ;  this  is  thy  wond'rous  work* 
The  King,  how  was  he  fav'd  ? 

Leon.  Struck  with  bis  danger, 
The  tyrant  had  to  pre  en t  deaih  devoted 
His  facred  he. id.    I  counfelPd,  and  prevail'd 
(Procles  Hill  thought  me  his)  in  bonds  to  hold  himy 
As  our  fure  pledge  of  fafety,  fhouid  fuccefs 
pefert  our  arm  ,    The  following  moment  faw  him 
Free  from  his  chains,  and  foremoft  in  the  fight —  - 
And  hark  !  thefe  j  yous  It  rains  proclaim  his  triumph. 

Eur,  Retire,  mj  fon  ;  I  would  nut  meet  him  here. 

[tixeunt  Eurydice,  Polydore,  <WMelhTa. 
Enter  Periander,  Arifton,  and  Hten  fants* 

Per.  [Afide.']  She  flies — Thou  coward,  Guilt ! — But 
hence  that  thought —      [  Adva  ices  towards  Proc. 
At  length  the  meafure  or  thy  crimes  is  full : 
Thy  high-plum'd  pride  lies  bumbled  in  the  dull ; 

And: 
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And  awful  Juftice  comes,  array  M  in  terrors, 
To  make  enquiry  for  the  guilt  thatfwells 
Thy  black  account.    But  I  will  check  my  heart, 
Nor  learn  of  thee  to  triumph  o'er  the  fallen. 
Bear  him  to  prifon. 

Proc.  Yet,  I  will  be  free, 
And  foon  beyond  thy  power.    Knowing  the  worft, 
I  laugh  at  all  to  come. 

Per.  [To  Med.]  For  thee,  thou  vile  one, 
Thou  pandar  to  thy  matter's  lulls,  thou  fycophant, 
(The  moft  pernicious  prefent  angry  Heaven 
Can  make  to  princes  whom  it  means  to  blind, 
And  ruin  beyond  mercy)  thy  juft  doom 
Is  inftant.    Spurn  this  flave  into  the  Itreets. 
The  furious  people,  whom  his  earth-born  pride 
Has  trampled  on,  and  numerous  rapines  beggar'd, 
Will  find  th'  opprefTor  out,  and  as  they  tear 
His  guilty  limbs,  think  all  their  wrongs  o'erpaid. 

[Exeunt  Procles  and  Medon  guarded* 
Leonidas,  my  father  and  preferver, 
Rife  to  my  arms.    By  heaven,  *  the  joy  that  fmiles 
*  Upon  thy  brow,  adds  brightnefs  to  the  morn  1* 
This  woncerous  revolution  of  my  fate, 
This  change,  that  gives  me  back  my  crown  and  name^ 
Rejoices  me  yet  lefs,  than  that  I  owe 
The  gift  to  thee. 

Leon,  Oh,  facred  Sir,  forbear  ! 
The  tranfport  to  behold  you  thus  again, 
Is  great  reward.    Now  your  old  man  can  fay 
He  has  not  liv'd  in  vain.    Ye  bounteous  Power*, 
Difmifs  me  now  in  peace  j  for  I  have  feen 
My  mafter  blels'd! 

Per.  No  recompence  can  equal 
Such  matchlefs  goodiie^.    But  I  will  repay  thee 
A  way  more  pleating  to  a  foul  like  thine, 
By  running  rail  in  debt  to  all  thy  virtues. 
Thou  know'it  ih*  unhappy,,  envy'd  flate  of  kings; 
How  perilous  the  height  fo  near  to  heaven  : 
A11  round  is  precipice  ;  and  on  each  hand, 
Foremoll  in  place  and  trull,  iheir  deadiien*  foes, 
Power,  paffion,  plealure,  wait  to  pirili  them  headlong* 
Thy  life  has  roll'd  thro'  all  the  various  round 
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Of  human  chance  ;  and  years  of  hoary  thought, 
Cool  and  unpaiiionate,  have  taught  thee  wifdorn. 
Be  itill  my  gmde,  and  fave  me  from  the  fiiares 
That  thus  befet  me  ;  fave  me  from  mytelf. 

Leon.  My  heart  can  only  anfwer  to  this  goodnefa 
By  filent  gratitude  and  joy  -  But,  Sir, 
Forgive  me,  if  I  fay,  another  care 
Demands  your  prefent  thought. 

Per.  [Afide.]  Fatal  remembrance  ! 
At  once  inflanVd  my  fmother'd  rage  burns  up 
With  fiercer  blaze.    He  muft  not  know  the  purpofe 

With  which  my  bofom  labours  Yes,  my  friend, 

Or  that  we'll  talk  anon  ;  but  now  I  wiih 

An  hour  of  privacy,  Arifton,  ftay.         \Rxit  Leon* 

Thus  far  have  I  reprefs'd  the  ftorm  within  me, 
Held  down  its  furious  heavings  ;  but  they  now 
Shall  have  full  flow.    I  am  once  more  a  king. 
My  foe  is  in  my  hand,  and  breathes  this  air 
But  till  I  doom  him  dead  ;  yet  is  not  he 
So  curs'd,  fo  ruin'd  as  his  conqueror  ! 

Arijl.  What  do  I  hear,  my  Lord  ? 

Per.  Ah,  good  Arifton, 
The  horrors  of  thy  tale  were  true  !  She  has, 
She  has  bctray'd  me. 

Ar'ijL  Since  the  Queen  is  fallen, 
There  is  no  trull:  in  woman 

Prr.  Nor  no  hope 
For  fetched  Periander.    Not  the  grave 
Can  hide  me  now  from  fcorn  ;  not  length  of  days 
Will  we.ir  out  this.    Oh,  never-dying  ibame  ! 
Worlds  yet  unfound  will  hear  it ;  and  where'er 
The  guilty  tale  is  told,  my  fate  will  raife 
Bafe  mirth,  or  bafer  pity. 

Arijl.  Could  the  Queen 
Stoop  to  a  thought  of  Procles  ?  Falfe,  fond  fex  ! 
UnnVd  by  reafon,  ever  wandering  wild, 
As  fancy  whirls,  from  folly  on  to  folly, 
From  vanity  to  vice.    My  gracious  Lord, 
She  is  beneath  your  anger.    Caft  her  out 
From  all  yourloul,  and  be  yourfelf  again. 
Refume  that  reafon,  Sir 

Per.  Away  !  Can  reafon 

Arrefl 
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Arreft  the  whirlwind's  wing,  or  quench  the  foreft, 
Struck  by  the  hand  of  Jove,  when  all  its  woods 
In  one  broad  conflagration  blaze  to  heaven  ? 
,Tis  reafon  makes  me  wretched  ;  for  it  tells  me 
How  fliameful  this  mad  conflict  of  my  paffions : 
But  does  that  Hill  their  uproar?  Here,  Ariilon, 
Works  the  wild  Horm  that  reafon  cannot  calm. 
I  mult,  I  will  have  eafe. 

Arift.  You  may ;  but,  Oh, 
The  remedy  is  dreadful,  and  will  give  you 
Swoonings  and  mortal  agonies  !  I  tremble 
To  mention  it ;  but  fuch  your  foul's  deep  malady  t 
No  gentler  cure  can  bring  the  health  you  want. 
Her  death,  my  Lord  

Per.  Ha  !  death — My  foul  fhrinks  back 
From  the  dread  image.    How  !  for  ever  lofe  her  ! 
My  queen,  my  wife  ! — Behold  thofe  eyes  no  more, 
That  were  the  light  of  mine  !  no  longer  hear 
That  voice,  whofe  every  found  was  harmony  ! 
Of  power  to  footh  tumultuous  rage,  and  heal 
The  wTounded  heart  of  anguifh — Can  it  be  ! 
Oh,  mifery  !  Why,  why  is  this ! 

Arift.  Alas, 
You  love  her  ftill,  my  Lord,  and  know  it  not ! 

Per.  Ye  gods,  why  am  I  thus  driven  to  and  fro 
By  every  blaft  that  blows  I — It  is  too  true. 
A  traiterous  foftnefs  fteals  o'er  my  juft  rage, 
And  melts  me  to  the  dotage  of  low  pity. 
Oh,  thou  mean  heart  !  Is  me  not  falie  ?  And  I, 
Shall  I  fit  down  with  tame  difhonour  }  Take 
Pollution  to  my  arms  ?  Grow  vilely  old, 
A  tale  for  drunkards  in  their  wine  ?  The  mirth 
Of  midnight  libertines,  when  they  recount 
Their  triumphs  o'er  bafe  women  ?  No  !  Ihe  dies  : 
I  tear  her  from  my  breaft,  tho*  the  life-ftream 
Should  iffue  with  her.    Hear  me,  then,  Ariiton, 
Do  thou  prepare  a  fecret  draught  of  death, 
Of  power  moil:  fwift  and  baneful,  and  be  ready 
Upon  my  fatal  fummons. 

Arift.  Spare  me,  Sir  ; 
I  like  not  this  employ. 

Per.  It  rauft  be  thine* 

I  have 
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I  have  no  friend  in  whom  to  trufi:  but  thee  ; 
And  flie  fhall  die — But  think'ft  thou,  good  Arifton, 
I  fhould  not  hear  her  fir  ft  ? 
4  Arijl.  Hear  her,  my  Lord  ! 

*  Would  you  then  have  her  live  ? 
*  Per.  No ;  were  my  fate 

4  Involv'd  in  hers,  (he  fhould  not  live.    But  frill,' 

Something  within  me  cries  that  I  fhould  hear  her. 

It  is  not,  can't  be  love.    '  Pis  my  revenge, 

All  direful  now,  that  would  enjoy  her  tears, 

Her  lying  oaths  of  innocence,  her  new 

And  added  perjuries  ;  then  fink  her  down 

To  the  dark  world,  with  all  her  crimes  upon  her. 

4  Arijl.  You  fee  not,  Sir,  the  danger  of  that  meeting. 
4  Is  your  heart  proof  againft  the  powerful  charm 

*  Of  beauty  foften'd  into  fighs,  and  melting 

*  With  the  mild  languor  of  imploring  eyes, 

*  More  winning  now,  and  fhedding  gentler  beams 

4  Thro'  fhowers  of  for  row.    Think  you  here  behold  her, 

*  The  kneeling  charmer,  lovely  in  her  tears, 
4  Pleading  for  pity,  finking  at  your  feet, 

4  And  dying  by  your  frown. 

4  Per.  Art  ihou  my  friend  ? 
4  Oh,  mercilefs  !  why  doft  thou  raife  before  me 
4  This  dangerous  image  ?  'Tis  not  to  be  borne. 
4  My  brain  turns  round  with  madnefs.    Oh,  ye  Powers  ! 
4  Why  am  I  not  at  quiet  ?  Why  is  life 

*  Forc'd  on  the  wretch  who  ftrongly  begs  to  die, 

*  In  bitternefs  of  foul  ?  Who  afks  no  more 

4  But  the  grave's  fhade  and  filence,  there  at  laffi 
4  To  fleep  for  ever,  namelefs  and  forgotten  ?' 

Arlft.  4  Alas,  for  pity      I  will  talk  no  more 
On  this  diftrefsful  theme. 

Per.  Arifton,  ftay. 
Spite  of  thefe  tears,  fpite  of  this  fond  diftra&ion, 
It  fhall  be  done.    A  king  may  live  unhappy, 
But  not  with  lofs  of  honour  unreveng'd. 
4  'Twas  mad  to  think  of  this.    I  will  not  truft 
4  My  eyes  againft  the  witchcraft  of  her  charms.' 
Then  fummon  all  thy  firmnefs,  Oh,  my  foul ! 
And  dare  to  be  accurs'd,  fince  thy  fad  choice 
Is  fhame  or  mifery*   I  am  refolv'd. 
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Ye  gods  who  warch  o'er  t  ie  chafre  marriage-bed, 
Thou  Sfygian  Jove,  and  all  ye  powers  ijni  jinal  ! 
EeholJ,  I  k.ieel,  as  in       r  :  wfiil  prefence  : 
By  thatinvifible,  that  dveaded  lake, 
Th*  irrevocable  oath  th.it  binds  even  you, 
Here  I  pronounce,  and  fipal  her  doom  of  death. 

Enter  Eurydice  ;  Jhe  kneels  to  Periander,  wfo^  after  look* 
ing  at  her  fo?nc  time  volth  emotion,  fiings  aivqy  without 
/peaking. 

Eur.  Not  hear  me  !  not  vouchfafe  me  one  poor  word  ! 
'Tis  hard  indeed — The  wretch  of  many  crimes,  [Rifing* 
Whom  mercy  dares  not  fave,  is  gentlier  us'd. 
His  rigid  judge  is  lefs  feverethan  mine. 
Ye  Powers,  have  I  deferved  this !  Did  my  heart 
Ere  harbour  one  loofe  wifh?  Yourfelves  can  tellf 
The  morning's  orient  beam  is  not  more  pure, 
More  ftainlefs  thr.n  my  truth.    Was  ever  fate, 
Were  ever  woes  like  mine?  Even  in  the  hour 
Of  general  joy  to  all,  while  pleaiing  hope 
Sprung  fail  within  my  heart,  I  hod  myfelf 
Undone  for  ever  ;  funk  to  rife  no  more. 
Not  hear  me  ! — then  I  know  my  doom  is  fix'd. 
And  (hall  I  flay  to  hear  the  foul  furmiies, 
The  fcurril  taunts,  thefalfe  upbraiding  pity, 
The  keen  revihngs,  that  muft  ufher  in 
My  public  fentence  ?  Can  there  be  in  death 
Such  pangs,  fuch  piercing  agonies  ?  Imporliblc  ! 
Death  is  repofe  and  calm,  is  foft  Elyiium 
To  thoughts  like  thefe.    I  will  prevent  their  triumph, 
And  fave  myfelf  this  ihame     'Tis  but  to  lofe 
A  few  unhappy  moments ;  'tis  to  reft 
The  fooner  from  my  cares ;  to  feel  no  more 
The  bitterness  of  mifery  and  infult 
That  bait  my  weary  foul.    Then  it  is  fix'd. 
Spite  of  the  woman,  no  fond  tear  (hall  flow, 
No  figh  arife,  the  coward  fex  to  (hew. 
When  life  is  (hame,  and  glorious  freedom  nigh, 
A  Grecian  and  a  queen  mull:  dare  to  die. 

[Exit. 

End  of  the  Fourth  Act. 
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A  C  T  V. 

Periander  walking  dij ordered,  Leonidas  fo Mowing, 

Leonidas. 

OMy  lov'd  matter  !  have  I  liv'd  to  fee 
This  fight  of  woe  ?  Alas !  is  this  to  conquer  ? 
Are  thefe  the  fruits  of  victory  ? 

Per,  Away  ! 
Why  nam'ft  thou  victory  to  me,  a  {lave 
Subdu'd  and  tytanniz'd  by  his  worft  foes, 
His  unrelenting  paffions  ?  Talk  of  ruin, 
And  I  will  hear  thee  ;  talk  of  hopelefs  mifery  ; 
No  other  drain  befits  thy  mailer's  triumph. 

Leon.  This  is  the  language  of  fupreme  diftrefs, 
Impatient  of  itfelf.    My  gracious  Lord, 
Forgive  an  old  man's  talk,  who  would  this  moment, 
Might  his  poor  life  bring  back  your  peace  of  mind. 
With  joy  refign  it. 

Per,  That  were  to  bring  back 
The  darted  fun-beam,  *  or  recall  the  flight 

*  Of  unretuming  time.'    Oh,  no  !  my  foul 
Has  bid  the  laft  tarewel  to  happinefs, 

To  hope  itfelf.    And  yet  I  thank  thy  love, 
Indeed  I  do — But  leave  me  for  a  while. 
I  would  be  private. 

Leon.  Sir,  I  dare  not  leave  you  • 

Forgive  thefe  tears--  1  dare  not  leave  you  thus 

At  variance  with  yourfelf.    I  read  too  plain 
The  fatal  thought  that  wakens  in  your  bofom. 

Per.  And  wouldft  thou  have  me  live  this  abject  thing  ? 
This  Have  of  folly  ?  For  I  tell  thee,  blufhing 
With  ftiame  and  llrong  abhorrence  of  myfelf, 
I  cannot  tear  that  woman  from  my  foul, 
Falfe,  faithlefs  as  (he  is — Then  I  will  die  : 
That  juft  revenge  is  flill  within  my  power, 

Leon.  O  Jealoufy,  thou  mercilefs  deftroyer, 
4  More  cruel  than  the  grave  !  what  ravages 

*  Does  thy  wild  war  make  in  the  nobleft  bofoms  I? 
Too  long,  my  Lord,  you  liften  to  the  whifpers 
Of  that  domeflic  foe,  that  bofom  traitor. 

For  mercy's  fake,  throw  not  away  fo  raftily 
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The  jewel  of  your  foul.    Some  unfeen  error 
Mifleads  you  from  the  truth,  and  ruins  her* 
Grant  her  a  moment's  audience* 

Per.  I  have  fworn 
That  fhefhall  die. 

Leon.  Is  then  her  facred  life 
Of  fo  fmall  price,  to  cad  her  thus  away 
With  blind  precipitance  ?  Your  Queen,  my  Lord, 
The  faireft  form,  the  moll  exalted  mind, 
Once  fo  ador'd  and  lov'd,  to  whom  your  foul 
Still  cleaves  with  fondnefs !  Can  you  give  her  upf 
The  mother  of  your  darling,  Polydore, 
Unheard,  untry'd,  to  death  and  infamy  ? 
Can  you  do  this  ? 

*  Per.  Oh,  thou,  whofe  eye  beholds 

*  And  pities  the  frail  heart  of  erring  man  ! 

*  Ruler  of  heaven  and  earth  !  or  flill  thefe  paflions, 

*  That  rage  in  tempelt  here,  or  ftrike  in  mercy,  " 
6  And  free  me  from  my  pain  What  can  I  do  ? 

*  My  folemn  vow  is  gone  up  to  high  heaven, 
1  And  wouldft  thou  have  me  break  it  ? 

*  Leon.  That  ram  oath 

c  Nor  does,  nor  ought  to  bind.    The  gods  refufe  it# 
e  Should  you,  too  late,  difcover  flie  iswrong'd— 

*  Think  on  it  well       Oh,  what  a  life  of  horrors 

*  Remains  for  you  !  I  tremble  but  to  name  them. 

*  The  fad  and  lilent  meltings  of  vain  forrow  ; 

c  The  thorn  of  keen  remorfe ;  the  fling  of  love, 

*  Inflam'd  by  fond  reflection,  hourly  flghing 

*  For  what  he  never,  never  hopes  to  find  ; 

*  With  thefe,  late- coming,  but  no  more  to  leave  you, 
4  Defpair  accurs'd.    Dreadful  fociety  ! 

*  Yet  fuch  will  (hare  your  day  and  night,  and  haunt 

*  Your  court,  your  throne,  your  folitude,  your  couch* 

*  Alas,  my  Lord  !' 

Per.  Oh,  by  my  foul's  flrong  anguiih, 
I  would  moll  gladly  blot  out  from  my  thoughts 
All  memory  of  pall  time  !  I  yet  would  quellion 
The  waking  evidence  of  every  fenfe, 
To  give  her  back  that  virtue,  thofe  fair  beams 
That  (hone  on  our  firft  loves.    Then  was  I  blefs'd 
Beyond  the  race  of  men,  belov'd  and  loving, 

*  Honour'd 
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Honour'd  and  happy  ;  and  my  name  as  odour 
Pour'd  forth,  and  breathing  freflinefs  all  arpund. 
Oh,  days  of  dear  delight  1  That  I  could  fix 
For  ever  there,  and  think  no  farther  on  ! 
I  will,  if  porfible. 

Leon.  Oh,  happy  change  1 
Confirm  this  gentle  purpole,  favouring  Heaven  ! 
I  fly  to  bring,  her  hither. 

Per.  Stay  thee  yet. 
I  would  refolve,  but  cannot.    Love  and  rage 
By  turns  aflail  me;  melt  me  now  to  mercy, 
Now  rouze  me  to  di  (traction  Oh,  my  heart ! 

Leon.  Then  punifh  the  fole  cauieot  ail  your  pangs  t 
On  the  great  criminal,  on  Procles'  head 
Difcharge  the  fulnefs  of  a  righteous  vengeance, 
And  juftify  the  gods.    Let  the  rack  tear 
The  traitor's  limbs ;  and  as  he  howls  with,  anguifli, 
Extort  confeflion  from  him  of  the  lies, 
The  dark  afperfions,  that  have  well  nigh  ruin'd 
Your  injur'd,  virtuous  Queen,  andtortur'd  you. 

Per.  What  haft  thou,  done  ?  Oh,  that  detefted  name  I 
Thou  know' A  not  half  my  madnefs — that  curs'd  name 
Has  fet  my  brain  on  blaze,  and  call'd  up  there 
Ten  thoufand  furies.    Hell !  haft  thou  not  heard 
What  ftiame  and  fcorn,  what  vilenefs  and  confulion 
He  heap'd  upon  my  head — and  {he  the  caufe  ? 

Leon.  Oh,  Heaven  !  and  is  this  retribution  thine  ? 
Muft  virtue  know  what  vice  alone  Ihould  feel  ? 

Per.  Forbear,  fond  man.    That  Heaven  thou  dar'ft 
Juft,  tho'  myfterious,  leads  us  on  unerring,  [accufe, 
Thro'  ways  unmark'd,  from  guilt  to  punifhraent. 
I  vow'd,  alas !  and  with  ftrong  adjurations 
Bound  that  juft  vow,  to  fet  my  country  free. 
This,  to  my  father,  on  his  bed  of  death, 
Solemn  I  fwore — But,  Oh,  blind  luft  of  greatnefs  ! 
Thro*  wantonnefs  of  will  I  lightly  weigh 'd  it, 
Nor  fear'd  the  hour  of  terrible  account. 
That  hour  is  come:  and  what  avails  it  now 
That  I  with  equal  hand  and  gentle  rule 
Have  fway'd  my  people  ?  I  am  punim'd  moft, 
Where  I  had  bid  my  foul  be  moft  fecure 

Of  happinefs  for  years  Ha  !  Polydore  ! 

E  *  Enter 
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Enter  JPoIydore. 
I  faid  T  would  be  private. 

Pol.  Oh,  my  father  ! 
Here  let  me  kneel  for  ever,  weep  thefe  eyes 
^To  blindnefs,  and  ne'er  know  a  thought  of  comfort. 

Per.  What  would  my  Polydore  ? 

Pol.  Alas !  what  means 
This  common  face  of  woe  that  meets  my  fight 
Where'er  I  turn  ?  Even  now,  while  happy  Corinth 
Blazes  with  triumph;  while  the  neighbouring  fhorsa 
Refound  to  heaven  her  voice  of  general  joy, 
The  palace  is  in  tears.    Her  filent  courts 
Are  dark  with  mourning,  as  if  Death  and  Ruin, 
Not  Viclory,  had  nVd  their  manfion  here. 

Fer.  There  is  a  caufe,  my  fon,  a  dreadful  one* 
But  leave  me  to  myfelf. 

PoL  Am  I  then  grown 
A  horror  to  your  eyes  ?  What  is  my  crime, 
That  thus,  with  alienated  look,  you  turn 
As  from  fome  baleful  objed  ?  Yet,  my  father, 
Oft  have  you  fworn,  that  in  this  face  you  faw, 
And  lov'd  your  darling  Queen. 

Per.  Away,  thy  leaks, 
Thy  words  diffract  me. 

Pol.  Whither  (hall  I  fly? 
Where  hide  this  hated  head  ?  My  mother  too, 
As  now  I  left  her,  prefling  full  her  eyes 
With  fix'd  and  earnefl  mournfulnefs  on  mine, 
Stream'd  into  tears ;  then  clafp'd  me  to  her  bofom 
With  fuch  fad  pafiion,  fuch  tranfported  tremblings, 
As  parting  lovers  that  muil  meet  no  more. 
I  begg'd  to  know  the  caufe  :  again  {he  prefs'd  me 
With  fonder  eagernefs,  and  fighing  cry'd, 
Say  to  the  King,  my  heart  has  never  err'd. 

Per.  By  Heaven,  my  foul  melts  at  the  piteous  tale, 
O  Polydore— — 

Enter  an  Officer. 

Off.  My  Lord,  the  prifoner,  Medon, 
Attends,  and  prays  admittance  to  your  prefence. 

Per.  Ha  !  Medon  !  Doft  thou  dream  ?  Medon  alive  ! 
Did  I  not  charge  thee  Ariel  to  caft  him  forth 

That 
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That  moment  to  the  fury  of  the  people  ? 
How  haft  thou  dar'd  to  dilbbey  ? 

Off.  Dread  Sir, 
As  to  his  fate  I  led  him,  pale  and  trembling, 
At  light  of  the  tumultuous  crowd  around, 
With  utmoft  inftance  he  requefted  of  me 
To  fave  him  yet  a  moment ;  for  he  had 
Secrets  of  prime  concernment  that  requir'd 
The  King's  immediate  ear.    We  hardly  Ycap'd 
Into  the  fouthern  tower ;  th'  unnumber'd  rabble, 
W7ith  cries  and  threats,  demanded  forth  their  foe.- 
At  hazard  of  my  life  I  ventur'd  down, 
Sooth'd,  flatter'd,  promis'd  them  they  mould  have  juftice 
They  are  but  now  difpers'd. 

Per.  Leonidas, 
My  heart  mifgives  me  at  that  mifcreant's  name- 
But  let  him  enter. 

Enter  Medon- 

Med,  O  King,  renown'd  for  gentlenefs  and  mercy ! 
The  nobleft  praife  !  fee  proflrate  at  your  feet 
A  criminal,  who  comes  to  merit  pardon, 
By  fair  difcovery  of  fome  weighty  truths, 
That  much  import  your  foul's  repofe  and  health. 

Per.  Say  on  ;  and  if  thy  heart  has  form'd  a  hope 
Of  one  hour's-after-life,  take  heed  thy  tale 
Be  ilri&ly  juft  to  truth. 

Med.  Thus  groveling  here- 
with fhame  and  fharp  remorfe  I  own  my  crime. 
Milled  by  that  ufurper,  who,  with  me, 
!Now  fhares  the  due  reward  of  guilt  like  ours. 
To  pleafure  him,  unhappy  that  I  was ! 
I  told,  I  know  not  what  of  your  good  Queen.. 
Would' I  had  perinYd  firfl  !  for  all  was  faife, 
And  flie  mod  innocent. 

Per.  Perdition  on  theeJ 
What  do  I  hear  ? 

Med.  1  fiU'd  Arifton's  ears 
With  monflrous  tales,  which  his  plain  honefly, 
Alas  !  too  ramly  credited  

Per,  Ye  gods  ! 
And  could  your  thunder  fleep  ?  Pernicious  flave  ! 
Hadli  thou  as  many  lives  as  crimes,  not  one 

E  3  Shou 
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Should  Tcape  my  juftice— *  Ah,  Leonidas ! 
'  Was  ever  fuch  black  treachery  ?' —  Forgive  thee ! 
4  Thy  doom  fliall  be  of  fignal  dread  and  warning 
*  To  all  fucceeding  minions.'    Drag  him  hence, 

[To  the  Guards* 
And  guard  him  at  the  peril  of  your  heads. 

{Exit  Medon  guarded* 

Leon.  Amazing  villainy ! 

Per.  Oh,  fly,  my  fon  ! 
Find  the  poor  mourner  out,  and  in  my  name 
Say  all  that  weeping  penitence  can  plead, 
Or  love  returning  promife.    My  full  heart 
Will  more  than  make  it  good.    And  may  the  power 
Of  foft  perfuafion  wait  upon  thy  lips.      [Exit  Polydore* 
As  from  enchantment  freed,  the  mifts  difperfe 

By  which  my  eyes  were  held  That  injur'd  fair ! 

How  fhall  I  meet  her  foft  forgiving  look, 
Whom  I  fo  much  have  wrong'd  I 

Leon.  Thrice  happy  turn 
Of  unexpected  fate ! 

Per.  But  let  me  fly 
Into  her  gentle  arms ;  there  lofe  the  horrors 
That  have  diftra&ed  me  ;  there  lofe  myfelf 
In  love's  ecftatic  joys. 

Enter  Arifton. 

In  happy  time 

Thou  com'ft,  Arifton.    We  were  both  deceiv'dt 
And  I  revoke  my  order.    But  curs'd  Procles 
Shall  pay  me  dear  for  all. 

Arift.  He  has,  my  Lord, 
And  the  fad  tale  is  terrible.    I  flirink 
But  to  recount  it.    Slumbering  confcience  rouz'd^ 
And  flafhing  in  his  face  the  Harding  prpfpedt 
Of  his  pail  life,  furious  he  dafh'd  his  head 
Againft  his  prifon  walls.    I  found  him  fallen  ; 
A  piteous  fpeclacle  ;  rolling  in  blood, 
Deform'd  with  pain  :  for  agonizing  death 
Sat  hideous  on  his  brow.    Faintly  he  drew 
His  parting  breath  ;  yet  all  that  breath  went  forth 
In  blafphemies,  afTaulting  Heaven  with  curfes, 
The  ravings  of  defpair,  for  fruftrating 
His  impious  purpofe  on  the  Queen. 
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Per.  How  dreadful 
'  This  period  to  a  life  like  his !'    The  hand 

Of  Heaven  is  greatly  juft  But,  Oh,  my  friends, 

Thefe  ltrange  events  have  well  nigh  overturned 
This  tottering  brain .    I  feel  I  know  not  what 
Of  joy  and  terror,  high  amaze  and  tranfport, 
All  blended  here,  and  working  in  wild  tumult. 

*  Leon.  'Tis  but  the  motion  of  a  troubled  fea, 
€  After  fore  tempeft  finking  to  a  calm, 

*  All  will  be  well,  my  Lord.    Repofe  and  health 

*  Await  you  in  her  arms.    What  blifs  is  is  yours  I 

*  A  fecond  union  of  your  meeting  fouls  ! 

*  A  better  nuptial  morn,  with  love  new-riling, 
4  To  fliine  for  ever  !' 

Enter  MelhTa. 

Per.  Melifa/—Ha!  /peak 

Mel.  Oh,  my  royal  miftrefs  ! 
The  dews  of  death  are  cold  upon  her  brow* 

Per.  What  mean  thy  fatal  words  ? 

Mel.  Falfely  accus'd 
Of  what  her  foul  moft  loaths,  and  to  defpair 
By  your  unkindnefs  urg'd,  the  Queen,  alas  I 
Has  drunk  a  deadly  draught. 

Per.  Oh,  heaven  and  earth  ! 
Are  thefe  at  laft  my  hopes  ?  'Tis  I — Oh,  horror  ! 
'Tis  I  have  murder'd  her  

SCENE  opening,  dif covers  Eurydice  fitting,  Polydofe 
kneeling  hy  her. 

Ye  righteous  gods ! 

Oh,  give  her  back  to  life,  and  to  your  juitice 

I  bow  this  guilty  head  ?  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Leonidas,  Arifton,  fly,  my  friends, 

4  Call,  gather  all  our  fages  ;  bid  them  try 

*  Their  fovereign  IkilL'  My  crown  to  him  that  faves  her* 
Eur.  It  cannot  be.    Already  death  invades 

My  flvivering  bofom.    Yet  a  little  moment, 

And  I  fhall  be  with  thofe  that  reft  for  ever. 

But  here,  in  this  laft  awful  hour,  I  fwear, 

By  that  dread  world,  whither  my  foul  is  parting, 

I  never  knew  pollution.    I  am  ftill 

Your  true  and  loyal  wife# 

Per. 
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Per.  I  know  thou  art, 
Thou  dying  innocence.    My  fatal  blindnefs, 
DeftrucYion  on  my  head  !  has  ruin'dthee. 
My  life  !  my  foul's  bell  joy  !  and  muft  I  lofe  thee  ? 
Lofe  thee  for  ever  ? — Wretch  !  rafti  fool ! — Oh,  yet 
Forgive  my  madnefs ! 

Eur.  Thus,  in  thy  lov'd  arms 
Each  unkind  thought  is  loft.    Now  I  die  pleas'd  : 
Now  all  is  well — Death  !  thou  art  here —  [Dies- 

Mel.  Ah,  Ihe  expires !  The  laft  dim  mift  fwims  o'er 
Her  doling  eyes ! 

Per.  One  moment,  thou  fair  fpirit, 
One  moment  tarry  for  me — Thus  we  join, 
To  part  no  more —      [He  draws  his fword  to  Jlah  himfelf* 

Ariji.  Ah  !  Sir  

Leon.  My  Lord,  what  means 
This  fatal  fury  ? 

Per.  Cruel  men,  away. 
And  would  you  then  detain  me  longer  here 
On  this  loath'd  fpot,  to  linger  out  o^fl  age 
With  darknefs  and  defpair  ?  To  curfe  the  hour 
That  gave  a  murderer  birth  ?  Would  you,  my  friend^ 
Have  me  live  thus  ? 

AriJl.  Ye  gods,  aflliage  his  grief ! 

Per.  Thefe  righteous  gods  have  call  me  ofFforever*- 
My  broken  vow— Oh,  terrible  !  it  hangs, 
A  burfting  thunder,  o'er  my  head.    1  1  fee, 

*  And  tremble  at  the  fight,  th*  enquiring  judge, 

*  Beyond  thefe  heavens,  high  on  his  throne  of  terrors ^ 

*  His  fix'd  and  dread  regard  turn'd  full  upon  me  ! 
4  And  look,  behold,  the  minifter  of  vengeance 

«  But  waits  his  nod  to  ftrike  me  thro'  the  centre  !* 

Pol.  Alas,  my  father  !—— 

Per.  O  my  fon,  my  fon  ! 
I  have  undone  thee  too.    How  dare  I  look 
On  that  dear  face,  where  thy  loft  mother's  fweetnef? 
Smiles  ftrong  reproach,  and  charms  me  into  madnefs? 
Then  farewel,  reafon  ;  farewel,  human  converfe ; 
Sun,  day,  and  time,  farewel ! — All  hail,  defpair  I 
Eternal  darknefs,  hail ! — Say'ft  thou  Fvelolt  her  ? 
No,  no  ;  we  will  not  part.    Thus  let  me  prefa 
Her  clay-cold  lips,  thus  weep  my  foul  away 
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On  herchafte  bofom  here.    Oh,  yet,  my  love  ! 
My  better  life  !  Ob,  yet  lift  up  thy  eyes  ! 
Oh,  fpeak  to  me  ! 

Leon,  Alas,  (lie  hears  you  not ! 
The  foul  is  fled  for  ever. 

Per.  O  my  Queen  ! 

[He  throws  hhnfelf  by  the  lody  ;  the  reft  Jland  weeping 

and  Jile?it. 
Arift.  Gently  raife  him. 

Per.  {Ralfing  hhnfelf  up.}  Ha  !  there — fave  me  !  'tis 
he  !  the  King  of  terrors ! 
!Lo,  how  the  ghaftly  virion  glares  upon  me 
With  his  nVd  beamlefs  eyes ! — What  path  is  this, 
Dreary  and  deep,  thro*  which  he  drags  me  on  ? 

*  Blefs  me  ! — look  there — what  (hivering  forms  are  thefe, 

*  Thin  as  the  palling  air,  that  Ikim  around  me  ? 

*  And  now  th*  infernal  world  hath  (hut  me  in.'  • 

But  fee  the  Furies  arm'd  !  fee  their  fell  ferpents, 
That  rouze  themfelves  to  fling  me  !  Is  there  none^ 
No  power,  to  fcreen  them  from  me  ? 

Leon.  Gracious  Sir, 
Where  is  that  patience  ■ 

Per,  Soft — I  fee  her  plain. 
Yonder  on  high  fhe  fits  amid  the  gods, 
Who  wonder  at  her  charms — And  doft  thou  fmile 
Upon  thy  murderer  ?—- Thus  let  me  kneel, 
And,  weeping,  worfliip  thee — Ha !  feeft  thou  there 
Yon  flaming  pool  ?  And  what  damn'd  foul  is  that^ 
Riling  from  the  mid  deeps,  that  beckons  me  ? 
He  wafts  me  flill — By  hell,  'tis  hated  Procles, 
The  caufeof  all  my  ruin  ! — Traitor,  yes, 
I  come,  I  fly,  to  plunge  thee  deeper  flill 
In  this  red  fea  of  tortures  Oh  !»■■ 

Arift.  He  dies  1 

Pol.  Oh,  matchlefs  horror! 

Leon.  Bear  him  gently  hence. 
Was  ever  light  like  this? — O  Jealoufy, 
This  is  thy  dreadful  work.    May  future  times 
Learn  here  thy  power,  and  mark,  with  heedful  eyes^ 
From  thy  blind  rage  what  mighty  mifchiefs  rife. 

End  of  the  Fifth  Act, 


ept- 


E   P   I   L   O   G   U  E. 


Written  by  Aaron  Hill,  Efq. 
Spoken  by  a  Girl  in  Boy's  cloaths,  tripping  in  haftily,* 

gentlemen  ! — Vm  come,  but  was  not  fent  ye  r 
A  voluntier — Prqy,  does  my  fize  content  ye  ? 
Man,  I  am  yours  }  fex9  blefi'd  as  Heaven  can  make  ye  %■ 
And  from  this  time \  weak  wo/nan,  I  fo?  fake  ye. 
Who'd  be  a  wife,  when  each  new  play  can  teach  us^ 
To  what  fine  ends  thefc  lords  of  ours  befeech  us  ? 
At  firfi,  whatever  they  do,  they  do — fo  charming  ! 
But  mark  what  follows  ;  frightful,  and  alarming  f 
They  feed  too  fajl  on  love,  then  ficVning  tell  us, 
They  can't,  forfoth,  be  kind — becaufe  they're  jealous* 

Who  would  be  woman,  then,  to  ftgh  and  fuffcr, 
Andwifli,  and  wait — for  the  Jlovj- coming  proffer  ? 
iNot  I—farcwel  to  petticoats  and  fiitching, 
And  welcome  dear,  dear  breeches,  more  bewitching. 
Henceforth,  new-moulded,  Fll  rove,  love,  and  wander  % 
And  fight,  and  ftorm,  and  charm — like  Periander* 
Bom  for  this  dapper  age,  pert,  Jhort,  and  clever 
If  c*?r  I  grow  a  man,  'tis  JlCVJ,  nrn?v<}\ 

Weil,  but  what  conduct  fuits  this  transformation  f 
PH  eopy  fome  fmart  foul  of  converfation. 
Should  there  be  war,  Id  talk  of  fields  and  trenches  ; 
Should  there  be  peace,  Vd  toafi  ten  favourite  wenches* 
Should  I  be  lov  d — Gadfo  1  how  then  ?  No  matter ; 
I'll  bow,  as  you  do,  and  look  foolijh  at  her* 
And  fo,  who  knows,  that  never  means  to  prove  ytw 
But  Vm  as  good  a  man  as  any  of  ye  ? 

Well,  'tis  a  charming  frolic,  and  Fll  do't : 
Sirs,  have  I  your  confent?  What  fay  ye  to't  ? 
Tet  hold — Perhaps  they'll  dread  a  rival  beau  y 
I  may  be  what  I  fcem,  for  aught  they  know. 
Ladies,  farewel — /  fhould  be  loth  to  leave  ye, 
Could  an  increafc  of  pretty  fellows  grieve  ye  : 
Each,  like  ni)felf,  devoted  ne'er  to  harm  ye, 
A*ul  full  as  fit y  no  doubt ,  to  ferve  and  charm  ye* 


Books  pullljhed  by  J.  Bell. 


FENCING  FAMILIARIZED  ;  or,  a  New  Trea- 
tise on  the  Art  of  Sword  Play  :  illuftrated  by 
elegant  engravings,  reprefenting  all  the  different  atti- 
tudes, on  which  the  principles  and  grace  of  the  art  de- 
pend; painted  from  life,  and  executed  in  a  moll  ele- 
gant and  mafterly  manner.  By  Mr,  Olivier  ;  edu- 
cated at  the  Royal  Academy  at  Paris,  and  profeflbr  of 
fencing,  in  Su  Dunftan's-court,  Fleet-flreet.  Price  p9 
bound. 

The  author  of  this  work  humbly  prefumes,  that  he 
*  has  offered  many  considerable  improvements  in  the  art 
M  of  fencing,  having  founded  his  principles  on  nature, 
*'  and  confuted  many  falfe  notions  hitherto  adopted  by 
*4  the  moft  eminent  mailers  ;  he  has  rendered  the  play 
14  fimple,  and  made  it  eafy  and  plain,  even  to  thofe 
4<  who  were  before  unacquainted  with  the  art.  After 
u  bringing  his  fcholar  as  far  as  the  aflault,  and  having 
u  demonftrated  to  him  all  the  thrufts  and  various  pa- 
ifi  rades,  he  lays  down  rules  for  defence  in  all  forts  of 
46  fword  play." 

The  monthly  reviewer's  exprefs  themfelves  in  the  fol- 
lowing terms  :  "  For  aught  we  dare  fay  to  the  contrary, 
<c  Mr.  Olivier's  book  is  a  very  good  book,  and  may 
44  help  to  teach,  as  much  as  books  can  teach,  the  no- 
"  ble  fcience  of  defence,  or,  as  our  author  terms  it, 
4<  fword  play;  and  it  is  made  more  particularly  ufeful 
*'  by  the  various  attitudes  and  pofitions,  which  feem 
44  to  be  here  accurately  and  elegantly  delineated." 

BELL's  COMMON  PLACE  BOOK,  formed  gene- 
rally upon  the  principles  recommended  by  Mr, 
Locke.    Price  il.  £s, 

This  work  is  elegantly  executed  from  copper  plates 
on  fuperfine  writing  demy  paper,  and  may  be  had  of  all 
the  bookfellers  in  England,  by  enquiring  for  Bell's 
Library  Common-Place  Book,  formed  upon  Ml* 
Locke's  principles. 

This  book  is  generally  bound  in  vellum,  containing 
five  quires  of  the  very  bell  demy  paper  properly  pre- 
pared, for  il.  £s. 

Ditto  if  bound  in  parchment,  il.    And  fo  in  propor- 
tion 


looks  pullijhtd      J.  Bel!, 

11  for  any  quantity  of  paper  the  book  may  contain, 

deducting  or  adding  two  millings  for  every  quire  that 
may  be  increafed  or  decreafed,  and  bound  as  above. 

"  Mr-  Locke  has  confined  his  elucidation  to  the  ad- 
P  vantages  anting  from  reading  ;  in  (Hefting  remarka- 
f*  ble  pairages  from  books  :  but  this  is  not  the  only  pur- 
«'  pofe  to  which  the  Common-Place  Book  may  be  fuc- 
«*  cefsfully  applied.  It  is  not  folely  for  the  divine,  the 
"  lawyer,  the  poet,  philofopher,  or  hiftorian,  that  this 
44  publication  is  calculated  ;  by  thefe  its  ufes  are  expe- 
"  rimen tally  known  and  univerfally  admitted  :  it  is  for 
*4  the  ufe  and  emolument  of  the  man  of  bufiiiefs  as  well 
*l  as  of  letters;  for  men  or  fafhicn  and  fortune  as  well 
*4  as  of  ftudy  ;  for  the  traveller,  the  trader,  and,  in 
44  lhort,  for  all  thofe  who  would  form  a  fyftem  of  ufeful 

and  agreeable  knowledge,  in  a  manner  peculiar  to 
«'  themfelves,  while  they  are  following  their  accuftomed 
44  purfuit,  either  of  profit  or  pleafure. 

THE  Natural  and  Chemical  ELEMENTS  of 
AGRICULTURE.  Tranilated  from  the  Latin  of 
Count  Gulhvus  Adolphus  Gyllenborg.  By  John- 
Mills,  Efq;  F.  R.  S.    Price  2$.  6d.  fewed. 

44  The  original  of  this  treatife  has  already  been  tranf- 
4<  lated  into  feveral  foreign  languages  ;  it  is  here  accu- 
44  rately  rendered  into  Englilh,  and  has  defervedly  met 
<4  with  approbation.  It  contains  an  ingenious  theo- 
44  retical  account  of  the  principles  of  agriculture  de- 
<4  duced  from  a  rational  philofophy ;  a  fubje<ft  of  en- 
•j  quiry  which  may  be  considered  as  of  the  fame  impor- 
44  tance  to  an  accompliihed  farmer,  as  the  knowledge 
•*  of  the  animal  ©economy  is  to  a  ikilful  phyfician.  For 
u  though  it  is  chiefly  by  practical  obfervations  that  both 
44  are  to  cultivate  their  art,  yet  a  competent  acquain- 
tance  with  the  abftract  elements  of  fcience  may  prove 
*'  the  means  of  fuggeiling  ufeful  expedients,  and  often 
44  facilitate  the  road  to  practice." 
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